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' LONDONS “MIDGET MARSHAL" 


1. “Jerry had been giv- 
ing it to us in fine style 
that night. We were 
out on our usual 4 A.M. 
patrol, picking our way 
between ¢raters and 
smoking piles of rub- 
bish, when we passed 
the ruins of a small 
house that had received 
a direct hit... 


This true story of the blitz was told 
to a war correspondent by Michael 
Davies, Chief Shelter Marshal, 
London Area, Mr. Davies is fa- 
mous as the smallest Air Marshal 
in England; his height is 3 ft. 6 in. 
Mr. Davies was a practicing Op- 
tometrist before the war, was ac- 
tive in organizing youth camps, is 
now in charge of one of the larg- 
est air shelters in England. The 


shelter extends 4 acres and in- 2.“One of my party called out: ‘There’s a 
cludes 4 miles of underground light there—somebody must be alive!’ And 
corridors, Complete with interior there was, right enough... a bright little 
radio communications and sixty- {§] sliver of light coming out from between 


five large sleeping bays, it can nor- the stones. Guided by that, wê got on with 


erred Tone d yaad boop Bese the rescue work as quickly as we could... 


million bricks were used to build 
the blast wall, 


3."...and found our man, 
half dead from injuries 
and bomb shock, his hand 
still gripping his flash- | 
light like a vise. Seems he’d 


grabbed his flashlight to ff 
show others to the base- 

* ment when the bomb fell. 
And that—plus having 
fresh batteries—was what 
saved his own life!” 


PLEASE NOTE: Don’t blame your dealer if he’s 

out of “Eveready” flashlight batteries. The Armed NATIONAL CARBON COMPANY, INC, 
Forces are taking enormous quantities, and the 30 East 42nd Street, New York 

war industries with the highest priority ratings s 3 7 : lel 
are taking the rest. Unit of Union Carbide and Carbon Corporation |% EVE READ! 


WRITE FOR YOUR FREE COPY of “You and the 3 | oh a 
War; the new O.C.D. guidebook which tells you The word ‘‘Eveready”’ is a registered trade-mark TRA 
how you can train and what you can do to help of National Carbon Company, Inc. tend Life 
win Hand war, There’s a Joas aad an important H BATTER’ 
one, for every man, woman and child in America! f A 
Address National Carbon Company, Dept.B.W. FRESH BATTERIES LAST LONGER... p ey, 
30 East 42nd St., New York 17, N. Y. Í 


Look for the DATE-LINE SSF 


Men Wanted NOW for 


all Skilled Jobs 


examination, Just send the coupon. 


AUTOMOBILE ENGINEERING 


20th Edition 6 Volumes. Whether 
you are a mechanic or helper, expert or 
apprentice, auto owner or driver, you 
will find great value in these auto 
books which tell you step by step 
how to make difficult repairs. 2,500 
pages, 2,000 illustrations. Marine en- 
gines, aviation motors, Diesel engines, 
wiring diagrams included. Total price 
only $24.80. Sent on trial. 


prints, € 


ing, steel square, 
drawing and design, 


Sent on trial. 


ANY SET SHIPPED FREE! 


4 ? All you need do to get a set of 
for Examination. “Drafting for Machine Trades” 5 
volumes; “Modern Shop Practice” 8 volumes plus binder, 
“Applied Electricity” 10 volumes, *‘Automobile Engineer- 
ing” 6 volumes, “‘Building, Estimating and Contracting” 
9 volumes, ‘“Heating-Ventilating” 6 volumes, ‘‘Diesel En- 
gineering’ 6 volumes, “Aviation” 6 volumes, for free 
examination is to send in the coupon. The books will be 
isent promptly. You pay the delivery charges only. Keep 
‘them for 10 days. If not satisfied, send them back and you 
will owe us nothing. If satisfied, send only $2.00 in 10 days 
and then $3.00 a ean until the total price shown is paid. 
There is no further obligation. 


American Technical Society, Vocational Publishers, Since 1898 
Drexel at 58th Street, Chicago 37, IMlinois Dept, H-649 


THESE QUICK TRAINING 
BOOKS ARE SHIPPED FREE 


for Examination. Get ahead faster. Use this quick reference 
way to find the facts on hundreds of important subjects. The 
jiffy index helps you to find out what you need to know in a 
hurry. Machinists, Toolmakers, Draftsmen, Automobile 
Mechanics, Aviation Employees, Diesel Engineers, and 
men in almost any other similar field can profit by having ins, 
these books. Remember, any set will be sent to you free for 


For Beginners or Experts in 
Machine Trades. Written so 
you can understand ev ery 
word, by well-known engi- 
neers. De Luxe modernistic, 
washable cloth binding, over 
1,600 pages, hundreds of blue- 
arts and diagrams; 
prepares you fora g 
ing job in mechanical lines. 
Total price for complete set 
$19.80. Sent on trial. 


— ——— AND CONTRACTING 


9 Volumes. This new edition 
should make it easy for any car- 

enter to become a contractor. 

nvaluable to builders. Roof fram- 
architectural 
estimating, 
“Supine and decorating, heating, 

uilding, contracting, concrete 
forms, and many other subjects 
well covered./Total price?$29.80. 


MODERN 
‘SHOP PRACTICE 


8 Big Books. 3,000 pages with nearly 
3,000 illustrations which cover tool mak- 
pattern. making, foundry work, 
mechanical drawing, forging, machine 
shop practice and management, and 
hundreds of other subjects. This set, 
‘Modern Shop Practice,” will give any 
mechanic who uses them an advantage 
over untrained men. With each set we 
will include extra, a big binder of nearly 
800 pages with hundreds of original 
shop tickets and 1,200 illustrations 
which show step by step how to set up 
and run almost any kind of a job. These 
are in addition to the 8 big books pic- 
tured above. Total price only $34.80. 
Sent on trial. 


ELECTRICITY 10 mae 


his new 
eighteenth 
edition of 
Applied 
Electricity 
has over 
3,000 pages, 
hundreds of 
illustrations. * 
Dynamos, motors, power stations, ra- 
dio, refrigeration and many, many 
other subjects all covered. Total price 
only $29.80. Sent on trial. 


AVIATION 


6 Volumes. norat engines, Blueprint 
reading, Aerial photography, a com- 
plete encyclopedia. Total Price $19.80. a 


DIESEL ENGINEERING 4 


6 Volumes. Over 2,500 Pages. Hun- 
dreds of illustrations. Total Price $24.80. 


HEATING & VENTILATING a 


INCLUDING AIR CONDITIONING 


6 Volumes. 2,000 Pages. 800 illus- 
trations. Total Price $24.80. 


quem me SEND THIS COUPON TODAY um mr Srm ma 


B AMERICAN TECHNICAL SOCIETY, Dept, H-649 
E Drexel at 58th Street, Chicago 37, Illinois 


- Send for 10 days’ free use the cyclopedia which T lst here, 


draft- 


H Put name of set here 

Or wit pay the delivery charges only, and if fully satisfied, will 

E send you $2.00 in 10 days and then $3.00 a month until the total 
Li A! eR EIR Oe Ree is paid, If I return the books in 

@ 10 days I will owe you nothing. You are to include a year’s con- 

g sulting privileges with your engineers without extra charge. 


Be eT ee OO ee EST TY A tr... 


aa REE ETE 
4 Please attach a letter stating age, occupation and name and ad- 

drešs of employer and at least one business man as a reference, 
E Men in service, also please give home address, 


SERRA Rae 


T0 OUR RE ADER a Our new attractive space-saving typography conserves paper in conformity 
« with government rationing — and there is NO REDUCTION in reading matter. 
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MAGAZINE 


Ee R E E A TT ES Ee SS ee 
Vol XII, No. 2 EVERY STORY BRAND NEW October, 1943 


‘Two Complete Full-Length Novels “aa = 


GEMS OF -a 
DISASTER 


When fabulously valuable 
jewelry turns to paste, blood- 
stains vanish and murder looks 
like suicide, Jerry Wade hops 
right into the middle of a 
steaming potpourri of sinister 
Orimer E A a A. i] 


LAST TRAIN TO FREEDOM 
By NORMAN A. DANIELS 


Jack Spencer, American consular agent, discovers that there are 
wheels within wheels in the Nazi spy mind when he undertakes 
the guardianship of a repatriated group bound for an exchange 


a 


VESSO Ea EAE SE 8 aces Se Oe ee 
Thrilling Short Stories 
TREACHERY TRAIL Louis Falk 46 
Bill Marshall fights to save the girl he loves from plotters 
PLL TALK ABOUT YOU Sam Merwin, Jr. 8i 
A radio news commentator tells the world he knows a killer 
AND 
THE BULLETIN BOARD A Department 8 
A WAR BOND MESSAGE David Manners 53 


blished every other month by BETTER PUBLICATIONS, Inc., 10 East 40th Street, New York 16, N, Y. N. L. Pines, 

‘ident, ht, 1948, by Better Publications, Inc. Subscription (12 issues), $1.20; single copies, $.10; foreign postage 
extra, Entered as second-class matter October 23, 1937, at the Post Office at New York, N. Y., under the Act of March 3, 1879. 
Manuscripts must be accompanied by self-addressed, stamped envelopes and are submitted at the author’s 173 
risk. Names of all characters used in stories and semi-fiction articles are fictitious. If the name of any living 
person or existing institution is used, it is a coincidence. 
Read our companion magazines: Thrilling Western, Thrilling Ranch Stories, Thrilling Wonder Stories, Thrilling Adventures, 
Thrilling Sports, Thrilling Love, Thrilling Mystery, Thrilling Detective, Thrilling Football, Popular Western, Popular Detective, 
Popular Sports Magazine, Popular Love, Popular Football, Texas Rangers, G-Men Detective, Air War, West, Sky Fighters, 
The Phantom Detective, Everyday Astrology, Masked Rider Western, Range Riders Western, R A F Aces, The Rio Kid Western, 
Black Book Detective, Captain Future, Startling Stories, Rodeo Remanees, Popular Crossword Puzzles, Best Crossword Puzzles, 
Army Navy Flying Stories, Exciting Love, Exciting Sports, Exciting Mystery, Exciting Detective, and Exciting Western, 
FRINTED IN TEB VU. B, 4, 


J. E. SMITH 
President 


National Radio Institute 
Established 28 Years 
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$200 a Month in 
Own Business 
“For several years 
I have been in 
business for my- 
self making 
around $200 a 
month. Business 
has steadily in- 


Be 
creased. I have N.R.I. to thank 


for my start in this field.” 
KRLIB J. FROBHNER, 300 W. 
Texas. Ave., Goose Creek, Tex. 


Lieutenant in 
Signal Corps 
“T cannot divulge 
any information 
as to my type of 
work, but I can 
say that N.R.I. 
training is cer- 
tainly coming in 
mighty handy these days.” 
(Nama and address omitted 

for military reasons.) 


$5 to $10 a Week 
in Spare Time 


‘I am engaged in 
spare time Radio 
work. I average 
4 from $5 to $10 
a week. I often 
A wished that I had 
enrolled sooner 
because all this extra money 
sure does come in handy.” 
THEODORE K. DuBREE, 
Horsham, Pa. 


military service, soldiers, 
sailors, marines, should 
Now! 


mail the Coupon 
Learning Radio helps Ser- 
vice men get extra rank, 
extra prestige, more inter- 


esting duties, MUCH 
HIGHER PAY, Also pre- 
pares for good Radio jobs 
after service ends. Over 
1,700 Servico men now 
enrolled. 


AIL the Coupon for a FRED lesson from 

my Radio Course. It shows how N.R.I. 
trains you for Radio at home in spare time. And 
with this Sample Lesson PH send my 64-page 
illustrated book, “Win Rich Rewards in Radio,” 
It describes many fascinating jobs Radio offers, 
tells how you can train for them at home in 
spare time. 


More Radio Technicians and Operators 
Now Make $50 a Week Than Ever Before 


There’s a big shortage of capable Radio Techni- 
cians and Operators because so many have joined 
the Army and Navy, Fixing Radios pays better now 
than for years. With new Radios out of production, 
fixing old sets, whieh were formerly traded in 
adds greatly to the normal number of servicing jol 

Broadcasting Stations, Aviation and Police Radio, 
Ship Radio and other communications branches are 
scrambling for Operators and Technicians to replace 
men who are leaving. You may never see a time 
again when it will be so easy to get started in this 
fascinating field. The Government too needs hun- 
dreds of competent civilian and enlisted Radio men 
and women. Radio factories, now working on gov- 
ernment orders for radio equipment, employ trained 
men. And think of the NEW jobs Television, 
Frequency Modulation, Electronics and other Radio 
developments will open after the war! This is the 
sort of opportunity you shouldn’t pass up. 


Many Beginners Soon Make $5, $10 
a Week Extra in Spare Time 


There’s probably an opportunity right in your 
neighborhood to make money in spare time fixing 
Radios. Fil give you the training that has started 
hundreds of N.R.I. students making $5, $10 a 
week extra within a few months after enrolling. 
The N.R.I. Course isn’t something just prepared 
to take advantage of the present market for tech- 
nical books and courses. It has been tried, tested, 
developed, perfected during the 28 years we have 
been teaching Radio. 


Find Out What N.R.I. Can Do For You 


MAIL COUPON NOW for FREE Sample Lesson 
and 64-page illustrated book. You'll see the many 
fascinating jobs Radio offers and how YOU can 
train at home, If you want to jump your pay— 
mail Coupon at once in an envelope or paste on a 
penny postall—J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 
3K09, National Radio Institute, Washington 9, D. C. 


TRAINING MEN FOR VITAL RADIO JOBS 


MR. J. E. SMITH, President, Dept, 3K09 


Rieh Rewards in Radio.” 


Name ... 
Addresg 


City 
sove 


sssserssseseuposossssssss 


NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE, Washington 9, D. C. 


Mail me FREE, without obligation, Sample Lesson and 64-page book, “Win 
(No salesman will call. 


TTT. DE ee AFR 
‘HRN RARER Oa enDagns 


BROADCASTING STATIONS (top illustration) employ 
Radio Technicians as operators, installation, mainte- 
nance men and in other fascinating, steady, well-pay- 
ing technical jobs. FIXING RADIO SETS (bottom 
illustration), a booming field today, PAYS many Radio 
Technicians $50 a week. Others hold their regular 
jobs and make $5 to $10 a week extra fixing Radios 
in spare time, 


Goon For Bory $ee 2" FREE 


Write plainly.) 
ABO. er eeccee 


Plays on Radio 


“T am happy to tell you 
that for four weeks I 
have been on the air over 
our local radio station. 
So thanks to your institu- 
tion for such a wonderful 
course.” 

*W. H. S., Alabama. 


Found Accordion Easy 


“I’ve always wanted to 
play the piano accordion,” 


writes *H. E. from 
Canada. “But thought I'd 
never learn it. Then I 
read about your lessons. 
I don’t know how to €x- 
press my satisfaction.” 


* Actual pupils’ names on request. 
Pictures by Professional Models. 


DO YOU PLAY? 


Say “Yes” Next Time They Ask! 


Surprise your friends! Learn to play 
the piano or other musical  instru- 
ments this quick, easy way. First 
lesson starts you playing real tune. 


GU’VE often been asked that question: 

“Do you play ?” Everybody looks at you 
expectantly, waiting for you to sit down 
at the piano and entertain the crowd. Are 
you compelled to embarrass yourself and 
throw cold water on the party by saying 
“No”? 

What a difference it would make if you 
could say “Yes”. Think of the good times 
and popularity in store if you could only 
play the piano or some other musical in- 
strument—the guitar, violin, accordion, 
saxophone or whichever one happens to 
be your favorite. 

Well, you CAN. You can learn to play 
any musical instrument you please. You 
ean do it by a method that’s EASIER AND 
QUICKER than you perhaps ever thought 
possible. It takes only a few minutes a 
day at home, at your-own convenience. 
You save the expense of a private teacher, 
so the cost is trifling. 


Thousands Now Play Who 
Never Thought They Could 


Does it sound too good to be true? Then remem- 
ber this: thousands have learned to play by this 
amazingly easy method. Thousands of men, 
women and children_in all walks of life—in all 
parts of the world, People who had never played 
before, who knew nothing about music and had 
no special talent. 

Imagine their joy, when, in a remarkable short 
time, they found themselves actually PLAYING! 
Imagine the astonishment of their friends! No 
wonder. the fame of this amazing method spread, 
until today, over 750,000 people all over the world 
have enrolled for it, 


Music Made Easy as A -B-C 


How is it possible to learn music so easily? What 
is this famous School method of home in- 
struction? Here is the secret: this modern, short- 
cut method the tedious drudgery of old- 
fashioned me Instead, it starts you playing 
A simple, popular tune in your very first lesson, 
another in your second lesson and so on. Fasci- 
nating print-and-picture lessons make everything 
clear. You see what to do—you can’t go wrong. 


Send For Booklet With Print and Picture 
Sample 
If you would sincerely like to play a musical in- 
strument, you will be thrilled by the free illus- 
trated booklet and Print and Picture Sample that 
tolls how easily you can learn. Mail the coupon 
or write for them today, mentioning the instru- 
ment in Which you are interested. Address: 
U. S. School of Music, 99410 Brunswick Bldg., 
New York 10, N, Y. 
Forty-fifth year. (Established 1898) 


U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC, 

29410 Brunswick Bldg., New York 10, N. Y. 
I am interested in music study, particularly 
in the instrument indicated below, Please 
Send me your free booklet, “How to Learn 
Music at Home,’’ and your Print and Picture 


Sample. (Do you have instrument?........ ) 
Piano Ukulele 
Guitar Drums and Traps 
Hawaiian Guitar Trombone 
Violin Flute 

| Piano Accordion Piccolo | 
Plain Accordion Modern Elementary 
Saxophone Harmony 
Trumpet, Cornet Mandolin 
Reed Organ 

| Tenor Banjo ] 


Practical Finger 
Control 


Naio.. isss errr vedevsvovsesecieee 
Street .ie..ssesesosseesoecesoerssoseososso 
City... e.. TETT soeseosesoe StMtOcceceuse 
NOTE! If under 16 years of age, parent 
must sign coupon, | 


Save 2¢— Stick coupon on penny postcard 


Foot stirrups, Important 
for foot and leg devel- 
opment. FREE with 
& order. Permits in- 
tensive overhead Build your body into a virile, dy- 
workouts to f namic machine of tiger strength. No room 
develop a these days for weaklings. You must be 
= ioes F - STRONG to get ahead... get Herculean 

tors strength easily at home in spare time with 
this newly invented chest pull and bar bell 
combination. 


Get Bursting Strength Quickly 


if you are a weakling or boast of super muscles, you will find this outfit 
just what you need. Contains dozens of individual features, all adjustable 
in tension, resistance, and strength. This permits you to regulate your 
workouts to meet actual resistance of your strength and to increase power 
progressively as you build mighty muscles. Men who have reached the top 
in strong-man feats acclaim this progressive chest pull and bar bell com- 
bination. It contains a new kind of progressive chest pull. Not rubber which 
wears out but strong tension springs. These springs are adjustable so that 
you may use low meres until you get stronger and terrific pulling resist- 
ance when you are muscular. Included-is a 
specially invented bar bell hook-up. This 
bar bell outfit permits you to do all kinds 
of bar bell workouts ... to practice weight 
abe and bien | into play masels: “ 
: oe your legs, chest, arms so you bui 

AY NN f aS as you train. There is a 
SUN a WY — a wall exerciser hook-up 
a NY ANY a enabling you to do bend- 
ing and stretching exer- 

cises. You also have fea- 
tures of a rowing ma- 
chine. Hand grips help 
develop a mighty grip. 
Pictorial and printed in- 
structions enable you to 
get stronger day by day. 


“Tew PROGRESSIVE 


CHEST PULLE BAR BELL 
COMBINATION 


sa 
gp es MUSCLE POWER CO., Dopt., B410 
P. O. Box 1, Station X, New York, 54, N. Y. 


fi me the outfit checked below on five 
r S approval. Ałso enclose special pictorial 


Don't be bunked! Don't let 
anyone tefl you that you 
can put Inches on or build 
any fra of meee body by 
peed the alr. 


We not only furnish you 
with equipment, we also 
supply specially prepared 
pictorial charts which 
guide you day by day. 


GUARANTEE 


tf not satis- 
fied after 5 
days. return 
for refund 
of purchase 


and printed instructions. I will deposit amount 
of set plus postage in accordance with your guar- 
antee. Enclose the stirrups free with my order. 
O Send regular strength chest pull and bar bell combination. Set $5.95 
O Send Super strength set at $6.95 
{Send cosh with order and we pay postage, Same guarantee.) 


. (SPECIAL) If you are aboard ship or outside of U.S.A. send , 
Â money order in American funds at prices listed above plus 60c. 


Power Co., 
> P. ©. Box i 
Station X, New York, 54, N. Y. 


The BU LLETIN 
3” BOARD 
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was alive with terror. His small jaw was swollen and discolored, there was an ugly 


Tr boy was no more than ten or eleven years old. He was little and thin and his face 


bruise on his forehead. 


He was dressed in a man’s ragged coat which hung on him like a sack, and man’s trousers 
whose cuffs were rolled .up into a shapeless mass. He shuffled along the road, trying to 
keep on his feet the huge shoes which threatened to flop off with every step. 

A car hummed down the road. The boy raised his thumb in a familiar gesture, 

There were four men in the car. One, a huge flabby blimp of a man, whose eyes were 


drowned in the fat of his face, rolled back 
his lips in a grin that was more of a snarl. 
“There he is, the little rat,” he said. “Fix 
him!” 
“TI fix him, all right, Kraus,” said the 
driver. ; A 


A Brutal Crime 

The car shot forward. As it came close to 
the boy it swerved sharply. It hit him with 
a terrible impact. The boy's body was tossed 
into the air. It came down on a pile of brush 
at the side of the road and did not stir. 

Brakes squealed as the car came to a halt. 
Kraus got out and lumbered back to the boy. 
He put his hand over the lad's heart and felt 
for a beat. Then, as he prepared to pick up 
the body, a shrill hail from a farmer in a 
nearby field startled him. Dropping the boy, 
he rushed back to the car. 

“Let’s get away from here,” he said. “The 
kid’s dead as a door nail.” 

But Kraus was wrong. The boy had a 
skull fracture and a lot of other injuries, but 
he wasn’t dead. Picked up by the farmer and 
rushed to a hospital he was operated upon at 
once and a determined fight begun to save 
his life. 


Enter—The Crimson Mask 


. © The nurse’s aide who was assigned to the 
“ease was Sandra Grey, and that’s how Bob 
. Clarke, The Crimson Mask, first heard of 
the boy. 

Sandra came down to the hospital lab 


where Clarke was working, gratis, as part of 
his contribution to the war effort. Something 
was bothering Sandra. 

She told Clarke about the boy, about the 
terrible beating he had taken before he had 
been deliberately run down by the car. And 
now, after the operation, he had lost his 
memory and could tell them nothing about 
himself. - 

He could only remember that he had been 
kept a prisoner somewhere, that “they” had 
hurt him; and that there were mice that 
squealed, millions of mice. And somewhere 
an orchestra had played Schubert's ‘‘Sere- 
nade.” 


Sinister Memories 


Gradually, Clarke realized that this was no 
ordinary case of a runaway boy. There was 
something sinister and frightening in these 
little bits of memory dredged from a murky 
background of terror. 

So Bob Clarke disappeared and the Crim- 
son Mask took up the trail. Who was the 
boy, where had he been held, by whom and 
why? Those were the questions that needed 
answers. And with hardly a shred of a clue 
to start with, this was truly a case for the 
Crimson Mask! 

FIVE CLUES TO MURDER is the name 
of this latest thrilling Crimson Mask novel, 
by Frank Johnson, featured in our next issue. 
You'll follow Bob Clarke as he patiently un- 

(Continued on page 12) 
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BROADCASTING 


ELECTRONICS] 


Wap has created tremendous opportunities for menin 
RADIO OPERATING AND ELECTRONICS. Here 
is the practical ‘‘Learn-by-Doing” shop training in 


perience on real Radio and Electroniclapparatus. 


START; NOW~-PAY, LATER! 


a S = 
I make it easy for you to come to Chicago for my 
practical training. Don’t let lack of#}money hold you 
back! You can pay tuition AFTER YOU GRADUATE. 
I'll even help you secure part-time work while at 
Coyne to help pay living expenses. My plan has 
ee thousands — coupon_ brings — come AN 
etails. 3 


Prepares for Gov't License 


Many of the better Radio jobs require 
U. S. Govt. license. Coyne has pre- 
pared hundreds of men for this test. 
Our graduates hold good positions in 
broadcast stations, air transport, police 
radio and motion picture studios. 


You'll Receive Personal Instructions on 
Fascinating Radio and Electronic Apparatus % 
It's the thrill of a lifetime when you first operate the 
amazing variety of up-to-the-minute Radio and Elec- 
tronic equipment at Coyne! Experts show you each 
step, train you thoroughly. You'll learn to send Code 
rapidly — do actual trouble-shooting on Television, 
short-wave and electronic devices. With this training 
you get my LIFETIME EMPLOYMENT SERVICE, . 
I train you for a real job, then help you get itl. 


“H. C. LEWIS, President. 


COYN ELECTRICAL SCHOOL 


RADIO DIVISION. 
S 500 S. Paulina Street, Dept. 73-5K, Chicago, Ill. 


| 
PTELEVISION 


i RADIO RECEIVER 


COYNE “Learn-by-Doing’ Shop Course 


_and ELECTRONICS 


GET READY NOW FOR A GREAT VICTORY F 
JU Finance Your luaining 


this big field. Not by correspondence, but actual ex- 


4 


Operating 


UTURE 


7; ae vr £ g 
SEND FOR MY/FRÉE;BOOK! 
l- à = 
Find out all about the sensational new future for 
Coyne-trained Radio Operators and Industrial Elec- 


č tronic Specialists. My FREE BOOK is full of photos 


G t th and job information. There's a place in 
e @ this vast field for YOU. Age, lack of 
experience bars no one. Coyne has been 
training men 44 years—is nationally fa- 


FACTS! mous. Act now. Use handy coupon. No 


obligation; no salesman will call. Don’t delay. Send 
it today! 


See How Easily 
YOU can get my 
Radio; Shop 
Training ! | 
MAIL COUPON 


H. C. LEWIS, Pres., 
RADIO DIVISION 
COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL; Dept. 73-5K 
500 South Paulina St., Chicago, Ill. 


Without obligating me, send your FREE BOOK, 


“Your Future in RADIO”, and tell me about your 
“Pay-After-Graduation” plan, 


ADDHEAG. ©. oc cccvs ves vepsewecwvcawes 


STATE..... 
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This man was taught not to drink. water 


Drinking water is scarce in North Africa. 


And what there is, is likely to be bad. 


So before our soldiers landed there, they 
were weaned away from water. A dash of 
iodine in their drinking water served the 
double purpose of disinfecting it, and making 
it taste awful. By the time the boys landed 
in Africa, they’d lost all taste for water. 

The favorite prepared drink is lemonade. 
Field Ration K provides it—along with veal, 
pork, sausage, coffee, bouillon, malted milk 
tablets, biscuits, chocolate and chewing gum 
—all in a 33-ounce pack. 

Sounds like somebody was taking pretty 


YOU'VE DONE YOUR BIT... 
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good care of our boys, doesn’t it? And that’s 
right. American soldiers are the best-fed, 
best-equipped, best-cared-for in the world. 


But keeping them that way takes money, 
So much money that Uncle Sam asks us to 
invest not 10% or 15% or 20%, but all we 
can in War Bonds. 


Chances are, you’re already in the Payroll 
Savings Plan—doing your bit. But don’t stop 
there. Raise your sights! Do your best! 


Remember, you get back $4 for every $3 
you invest, when Bonds are held to maturity. 
But your money is needed NOW! 


NOW DO YOUR BEST! 


WAR BONDS 


This space is a contribution to America’s all-out war effort by 
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This beautiful threo- cotor lifo- timo identification 
Plate carries your full name, address and social 
security or draft Humpe, 


YOUR CHOICE OF 
EMBLEMS HERE 


‘many years to come, 


Quality Select 
FINE LEATHER 


DeLuxe VALUE 


Your FAVORITE Emblem, NAME; 
ADDRESS, and Social Security 


Engraved. in GOLD—FREE! 


Men :—Here; without a doubt, is positively 
the greatest Billfold and Pass Case Bar- 
gain that you'll be likely to see for a good 
For a high quality 
Leather Billfold, beautifully engraved in 
gold, with your LODGE Emblem or Army 
or Navy Insignia and Name, you would 
expect to pay up to $4.50 and consider it 
a marvelous buy. If you take advantage 
of this sensational introductory offer, you 
can get this superb genuine Leather Wal- 
let and Pass Case for only $1.98, and we 
will send you absolutely free a specially 
designed three color lifetime Identifica- 
tion Plate, which carries you Social 
Security Number, your Name and Address 
or your Army Draft Number. This fine 
grain Leather Billfold must actually be 
seen to be fully appreciated. Besides the 
spacious compartment at the back which 
can be used for currency, checks, papers; 
ete., it has four pockets each protected 
by celluloid to prevent the soiling of your 
valuable membership and credit cards. 


‘Rush This Coupon For This 


ILLINOIS MERCHANDISE MART, 
Dept. 266-F, 54 W. Illinois St., 


Chicago, 


When closed, this handsome Billfold has 
the soft velvety feel you find only in select 
quality Leather, Your choice of Emblems 
and Initials are beautifully embossed in 
23 karat gold on the face of the Billfold. 
Due to difficulty in obtaining choice leather 
because of war conditions, the supply 
of these Billfolds is limited. Remember 
if you send your order promptly, we will 
include absolutely FREE, a beautiful 
Identification Key Tag and Gilt Chain to 
match, all hand engraved with your 
Name, Address, City and State. If after 
receiving your Billfold and Free Gift, 
you don’t positively agree that this is the 
most outstanding bargain you have ever 
come across, return them to us and your 
money will be cheerfully refunded in full. 
Send your order today, without fail, so 
you won’t be disappointed. 


If you want a LODGE, ARMY, NAVY, MARINE or AIR CORPS INSIGNIA, state name here, 


Gentlemen: I enclose $1.98. 
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Learn this 
Profitable 


Hydro- ere 
Hospitals, Sanitariums, Clubs, Doctors and private patients as 
well as opportunities for establishing your own ice. 
Loam this interesting money-making profession in your own 
home by mail, through our home study course. Same instructors 
as in our NATIONALLY KNOWN resident school. A diploma 
is awarded oor completion of the course. Cow be 
completed in 3 to 4 months, High School train- 
1 ing is not necessary. earn big money 
4 while learning. Begin this home study course 
at once and become independent. Write today. 


| Anatomy Charts & Booklet FREE 


Enroll now and we will include uniform coat, 
medical dictionary, patented reducing sued “md 
Hydro-Therapy supplies without extra 

prepared to help meet the growing mep Beron La 
A massage during and after the war. 

Send coupon now for Anatomy Charts and booklet 
of photographs and , letters from successful 
sce a hese will all be sent postpaid REE. 
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THE College of Swedi: sh Massa 
Dept. B63, 400 East Ohio Street. Chicago 
You may send me FOEEK and postpaid, Anatomy Oai, booklet 
containing photographs and letters from graduates, and complete 
details of your offer, 
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POEMS WANTED 


= For Musical Setting === 
Mother, Home, Love, Sacred, Patriotic,Comic 
or any subject. Don’t Delay— Send us your 
Original Poem at once—for 
amination and FREE 
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(Continued from page 8) 


winds, one by one, the gossamer threads 
which stretch towards the brutal kidnappers. 

Frank Johnson has turned out one of the 
slickest pieces of detective work for the Crim- 
son Mask and his faithful aides, Sandra Grey 
and Dave Small, to work their talents on. 
It'll keep you on the edge of your chair! 


Another Exciting Novel 


Also in the November issue is KNIFE IN 
MY BACK, a spine-curdling murder novel 
by Sam Merwin, Jr., well known to readers 
of DETECTIVE NOVELS MAGAZINE. 
Mr. Merwin has turned out another of his 
superb characterizations of people caught in 
a web of greed of their own making. 

It all began when Christopher Horton was 
told he was going to live after all. For Hor- 
ton it was an anti-climax. He had been pre- 
pared for death—at twenty-eight. Calmly 
the doctor told him it was a minor medical 
miracle, but his heart was all right after all. 

Horton walked out dazed. He could think 
of no suitable celebration. So he went out 
and bought a rare and valuable pair of 
French glass paper-weights for his fiancée, 
just to let off steam. That was how he met 
Rhoda Dumont and her mad grandmother. 

The old lady was quite harmless. She 
merely thought she was the Empress Eu- 
genie and that Horton was Bismarck-Bohlen, 
nephew of the iron Chancellor of Germany. 
Horton’s supposed “illustrious uncle,” she 
was convinced, was plotting her death and 
she showed her contempt for the Bismarcks 
by spitting violently on the carpet, too close 
to Horton’s feet for comfort. 

Yet she gave him an invaluable pair of the 
sulphide paper-weights, for which he secretly 
slipped the beautiful Rhoda Dumont his 
check on the way out. 

He went back home in a daze, seeing the 
girl’s face before him, in flagrant faithless- 
ness to Julie, his fiancée. He walked into the 
downstairs living room to find his lawyer's 
secretary, a glamorous redhead, waiting for 
him. But she was unable to tell him why she 
was there. She was lying face down on the 
rug, with a knife between her shoulder 
blades. 


Many Mysterious Angles 
This was bad enough. Still worse were the 
suspicions that Horton's own brother Joe had 
been having an affair with the redhead. But 


STANDARD ART STUDIOS, 109 E. Ohio St, Dept, 403-M, Chicago | Horton could find no reason why she had 
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been killed, or why the murderer should have 
picked the Horton living room. 

Nor did there seem any connection be- 
tween this murder and the sulphides he had 
just bought for Julie. Yet that night, after 
he had given the gift, Rhoda Dumont ar- 
rived to ask for them back. The old grand- 
mother had given Horton the wrong pair, 
she said. Julie showed her claws then and 
refused to turn them over, nastily. And that 
night both Julie’s apartment and the Horton 
home were burglarized and the intruder got 
the sulphides and passed out a large bump on 
the head to Horton. 

Chris Horton knew who the burglar was. 
But when he went to confront that man with 
the knowledge he was too late. The unfortu- 
nate intruder had just had his brains scram- 
bled with a blunt and heavy weapon. 

You'd better take it from there. The plot 
gets thicker and scarier. All I need say is that 
I think KNIFE IN MY BACK is the best 
novel yet written by Sam Merwin, Jr. You'll 
find it tops in thrilling entertainment. 


Our Letter Box 

An interesting long letter comes this 
month from a reader in Florida who is an 
old-time police reporter and photographer. I 
wish space permitted us to reprint this let- 
ter in full, but skipping the nice things he 
says about our magazine (just to show you 
how modest we are) I think he makes a 
couple of critical points which you detective 
story fans will find useful. He writes: 


Among the things that spoil a good detective yarn 
are the following, which I sometimes find in your 
magazine as well as in others: 

Using a silencer on a revolver or repeating rifle—an 


(Concluded on page 97) 
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He Could Change 


His Face 


But he could not alter 
his “Tell-Tale” 


FINGER PRINTS 


Master criminal, John Dillinger, had his 
features so altered that many associates 
B\ could not recognize him, but his finger 
% prints, which he unsuccessfully tried to 
alter, were positive proof of his identity. 


wy SCIENTIFIC 
RIME DETECTION 


Ended his criminal career 


Learn this:good-pay 


c 


steady -employment 
Profession At Home 


There is always a demand for Finger, 


Print Experts; GOOD TIMES ::: or BAD 


Now. . . when the demand for our graduates is b than ever be- 
fore, isa mighty good time to get into this profession which provides 

good pay, s y employment jobs at all times. Let I. A. S. train you 
to filla splendid position in this fascinating field of scientific crime de- 


” Not Difficult to Learn 


Crime detection is not simple, but with our modern method of teach- 
ing it is not difficult to learn, It’s a science—a real science, which when 
mastered THROUGH TRAINING gives you something no ene ean 
EVER take from you. A little of your s 


soe mnaereey of this Course now shoul 
53% of All identification Bureaus 
in the United States 


Employ I. A. 0 trained men. Yes . , . over 53 per cent of all the Iden- 
tification Bureaus in the United States employ students and graduates 
of 1.A.S. A majority of these men are heads of Bureaus. Many of 
them knew absolutely nothing about crime detection before they be- 

gan Seay with 1.4.8. Now they have steady jobs, good salaries 
and a fine future. Write today for full particulars and free book. 

Please give your age. 

FREE! “THE BLUE BOOK OF CRIME” 

This book takes you right behind the scenes where 
erime and science come to grips. Ít will show how you, at low cost, 
can = started in this big important work without delay. Clip the cou- 
pon...sendit NOW! 


INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE 
1920 Sunnyside Ave.; Dept. 7957, Chicago 40, fil. 


Mail this Coupon for Complete 
List-of I. A.S. Operatives 


INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE, Dept. 7967 


1920 Sunnyside Ave., Chicago 49, ill. 

Please send me illustrated ‘Blue Book of Crime,” complete list of over 
840 bureaus employing your graduates, together with low prices and 
Easy Term offer, (Literature sent ONLY to persons stating age.) 


e each day devoted 
pay you big divicends for 


ERE the great personages of the past victims 

of a stupendous hoax? Could such eminent men 
of the ancient world as Socrates, Pericles, and Alex- 
ander the Great have been deluded and cast under 
the spell of witchcraft—or did the oracles whom they 
consulted actually possess a mysterious faculty 
of foresight? That the human mind can truly 
exert an influence over things and conditions 
was not a credulous belief of the ancients, but a 
known and demonstrable fact to them. That there 
exists a wealth of infinite knowledge just beyond the 
border of our daily thoughts, which can be aroused 
and commanded at will, was not a fantasy of these 
sages of antiquity, but a dependable aid to which 
they turned in time of need. 

It is time you realized that the rites, rituals and 
practices of the ancients were not superstitions, but 
subterfuges to conceal the marvelous workings of 
natural law from those who would have misused 
them. Telepathy; projection of thought, the materi- 
alizing of ideas into helpful realities, are no longer 
thought by intelligent persons to be impossible prac- 
tices; but instead; demonstrable sciences, by 
which a greater life of happiness may be had. 

One of America’s foremost psychologists and 


university instructors; says of his experiments with | 


thought transference and the powers of mind—“The 
successes were much too numerous to be merely 


THE GREAT EST 
POWER ON 
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lucky hits and one can see no way for guessing to 
have accounted for the results.” Have you that 
open-minded attitude of today which warrants a 
clear, positive revelation of the facts of mind which 
intolerance and bigotry have suppressed for years? 
Advance with the times; learn the truth about 
your inherited powers. 


Let this free book explain 


The Rosicrucians (NOT a religious organization) have been 
leaders in introducing the ancient wisdom of mental phenom- 
ena. Established throughout the world for centuries, they 
have for ages expounded these truths to those thinking men 
and women who sought to make the utmost of their natural 
faculties. Use the coupon below—avail yourself of a pleasing 
book of interesting information which explains how you may 
acquire this most unusual and helpful knowledge. 


Yhé ROSICRUCIANS 
(AMORC) 


Scribe oR. G.T. 

The Rosicrucians, AMORC; Í 

San Jose, California. 

I am sincerelyjinterested in knowing more about this 
unseen, vital power which can be used in acquiring 
the fulness and happiness of life. Please send me, 
without cost, the book, “THE MASTERY OF 
LIFE,” which tells me how to receive this information, 


Name 
Address 


State 


A Candid 
Camera 
Kid 
Mystery 
Novel 


Jerry's attack was so sudden that the killer had no time to use the knife 


Gems of Disaster 


By JOHN L. BENTON 


When fabulously valuable jewelry turns to paste, bloodstains 


vanish and murder looks like suicide, Jerry Wade hops right 


into the middle of a steaming potpourri of sinister crime! 


CHAPTER I 
HURRIED CALLER 


HRISTINE STUART, pert, 

blond, and amazingly pretty 

young newspaper woman, wrin- 
kled her attractive nose as she looked 
around the restaurant with distaste. 

“What a joint!” she said. 

Across the table from her sat Jerry 
Wade, her constant companion, a red- 
headed young photographer whose work 
had brought him such success that now 
whenever he was mentioned, it was by 
the name he had well-earned for him- 
selfi—the Candid Camera Kid. 
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Jerry chuckled, and looked around. 
The restaurant was an Italian place and 
reeked of strong Parmesan cheese and 
red wine. The tables were small, and 
covered with checked cloths that were 
none too virginal, bearing reminders 
that others before the present customers 
had been served on them. Waiters 
bustled around in such haste that the 
place had the general air of an eat-and- 
run cafeteria. 

“Whats wrong with the joint, as you 
call it?” Jerry demanded, as he expertly 
used his fork and tablespoon to wind a 
massive amount of spaghetti into the 
proper shape for eating. “We have been 


The Candid Camera Kid and Christine Stuart 


coming here to eat for a long time.” 

“I know.” Christine shook her head. 
“But it?’s—well, it’s common, Jerry. 
There is so much confusion and noise. 
The kind of place I like, where I can 
really enjoy my food, is one where we 
would have soft music, dim lights, and 
deft waiters.” 

“Excoosa me.” 

A swarthy waiter passed a hairy hand 
one-tenth of an inch from Christine’s 

.nose and seized her water glass. Hold- 
ing it close to the rim he poured water 
into it. Some slopped overside, but that 
didn’t bother him. More spilled as he 
plunked it back on the table. 

Christine’s brows went up as she 
glanced across at Jerry. 

“See what I mean?” she asked, and 
hurried on before he could answer: 
“Jerry, we can’t keep on eating in such 
joints as this. Not forever.” 


ERRY laid down his fork and spoon, 
reached across the table and took 
one of her hands. 

“Sure, Chris,” he said. “I know. But 
things haven’t quite worked out the way 
we want them to yet, so that we can be 
married. That takes a lot of dough, and 
many things we’ll need we just can’t get 
right now, because of priorities and 
such,” 

“I don’t mean that, Jerry. Not ex- 
actly.” Christine’s eyes grew starry. 
“It would be wonderful, though, if we 
could be married. But what I’m refer- 
ring to now is our present life. We 
shouldn’t be satisfied to be with the sort 
of people we run into here. We should 
mingle with a better class. Newspaper- 
men are all right, but they do lack 
finesse and class.” 

Jerry smiled crookedly. “Okay, dar- 
ling,” he said. “I guess I get you. 
bitte on your mind? Unburden your- 
self.” 

“Well,” Christine said thoughtfully, 
“I have a splendid chance to meet the 
sort of people I’m talking about—people 
who count. I think you ought to meet 
them, too, so I want you to come with 
me. Right after dinner I have an ap- 


pointment with Mrs. MacDonald Wona-. 


cott—you must know of her, Jerry, be- 
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cause you do have to know who is Social 
Register and who is not. I’m to begin 
a series of articles for the Graphic about 
jewelry. The most valuable and unique 
jewelry in the world. Mrs. Wonacott 
has her share of it in this town, and she 
has graciously consented to give me an 
interview to show me her gem collection 
and tell me its history.” 

“Yeah—I’ll bet,” Jerry said shortly. 
Like most newspapermen or photog- 
raphers who get around a lot, he had no 
illusions about many things, including 
the socially great; most especially the 
socially great, in fact. “ ‘Graciously,’ my 
eye,” he said, his lips twisting wryly. 
“She probably fell all over herself try- 
ing to get into your first article. People 
like that are all publicity nuts, especially 
the women. I—” He stopped short, and 
a broad grin spread over his cheery 
countenance. “Oh, oh, I’m beginning to 
see the light!” 

“Yes, Jerry?” Christine said sweetly. 
“Are you? That’s fine. I hoped you 
would come along. Social contacts like 
that may help us some time.” 

“Uh-huh,” Jerry said, with studied 
deliberateness. “But I have a hunch 
you’re not so much interested in my 
making social contacts as you are in 
my making pies of Mrs. MacDonald 
What’s-her-name’s rocks. Nope—not 
me.” 

“Oh, Jerry!” Christine said pleading- 
ly. “It’s a wonderful chance, and I do 
need the pics. The whole assignment— 
covering everybody who owns worth- 
while jewelry—won’t take long. Just 
ten, or perhaps fifteen nights. I’ve got 
lots of people to see, but I can hurry it.” 

Jerry dropped his spoon and fork. 

“You mean I’ve got to sit around and 
gas with those monkeys? For fifteen 
consecutive nights—just so I can take 
shots of their gimcracks? Well, not to- 
night anyhow, darling. I’ve got garlic 
on my breath.” 

Chris dug into her purse and handed 
over a small tin box. 

“I knew you’d try that as an excuse,” 
she declared. “If I can stand the garlic, 
so can Mrs. MacDonald Wonacott. Any- 
way, here are some tablets guaranteed ~ 
to—to take your breath away.” | i 


Accept the Challenge of a Scheming Killer! 


Jerry closed his eyes and gave a deep 
sigh of resignation. He could not get 
out of this and he knew it. In the first 
place, even if he didn’t love Chris so 
much that he was glad to be her abject 
slave, there was still another considera- 
tion where she was concerned. He owed 
her such a lot. 


VER since he had first set foot in 
New York she had been his guid- 


JERRY WADE 


ing star and mentor. When he had first 
arrived—a green kid from the country, 
with a passion for photography and 
twenty-six dollars and eighteen cents— 
he had met her in the Graphic office 
where she was a feature writer. She 
had at once become interested in him be- 
cause of his earnestness and enthusiasm. 
Under her teachings he had soon be- 
come city-wise, had landed a good job 
because of his persistence and the fol- 
lowing of her advice, and now had be- 
come one of the best known newspaper 
photographers in the country. 
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All that had been at first. Their feel- 
ings about each other now were dis- 
tinctly different, for that first interest 
which had instinctively drawn them to 
each other had soon ripened into love. 
Now they were all in all to each other. 
And they did want to get married—they 
meant to, as soon as possible. But as 
Jerry had pointed out, the cards were 
against them right now, for neither of 
them wanted to enter the state of matri- 


mony until they could afford the sort of 
home for which both of them longed. 

In the meantime, they were both 
working toward that desirable end, and 
both were meeting with success in their 
chosen fields—Chris, as feature writer 
and interviewer on the Graphic, Jerry 
in his photographer’s berth on the staff 
of a famous syndicate. He had earned 
personal fame, also, especially for his 
pictures of crime and criminals. For 
almost from the start of his “Candid 
Camera Kid” career he had developed 
a knack for helping the police, 
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Jerry himself insisted that it was his 
candid camera that did the trick. For 
which Jerry did not give himself suffi- 
cient credit—as the police did. They 
knew that not only was it his “art” that 
worked seeming miracles sometimes in 
crime solutions, but that his keen de- 
ductions and a courage that would face 
any odds had made him a natural-born 
detective. 

His camera, however, was invaluable 
as an aid. For through some wrinkle 
in photography he often was able to ob- 
tain clues that otherwise might have 
been overlooked in exposing killers. 

He liked it all. Action and danger, 
the thrill of hunting down someone who 
deserved to be behind bars—that ap- 
pealed to his sense of justice. 

He was up against something differ- 
ent now—this thing Chris wanted him 
to do, and he supposed he would have 
to. To him, jewelry was something 
crooks stole. If these rocks Chris was 
talkin faban had been stolen, he would 
have cheerfully taken all the pictures of 
he gems that he could. But this—this 
helping to build up society queens—he 
would be ’way out of his element. 

Yet he knew well enough he was 
beaten from the start. When Chris 
wanted something, she got it. 

“Oh, doggone,” Jerry groaned. “I 
don’t mind mixing with those people, 
even if they’re sure to treat me like a 
doormat. It’s the job itself I’m worried 
about. Taking shots of jewelry and hav- 
ing the things look like something is one 
of the hardest things in photography. 
Suppose I take a pic of a fifty-thousand- 
dolar necklace, and it comes out like a 
string of fifteen-cent beads you’d buy 
at Woolworth’s. Oh, boy! Your Mrs. 
Wonacott would start a civil action for 
libel, slander and highway robbery.” 

“I know that. So it’s sort of a chal- 
lenge to your art, Jerry.” Chris looked 
at her watch. “We have half an hour 
before the appointment.” She smiled at 
him sweetly. “Thanks for wanting to 
help me. I appreciate it.” 

“Half an hour?” Jerry cried. “Do 
you think all I’ve got to do is aim my 
camera and click it? These things need 
lighting effects, a dressed-up ‘back- 
ground—” 

“Put some of those tablets in your 
mouth,” Christine said peremptorily, 
“and come on. You can argue all the 


way to Mrs. Wonacott’s house.” 

Jerry got up. “Okay, okay. I said I 
was coming, didn’t I? But Pll have to 
call the office and have ’em send young 
Brody over with lights. You and your 
assignments! Some day Pll make you 
come with me and cover one of my spe- 
cialties. A study of bodies in the 
morgue, Wouldn’t that make a feature?” 

“Be your age,” Chris said, and settled 
the argument, 


HEY took a cab to the ultra-ultra 

section where Mrs. Wonacott lived 
and breathed and did her social reign- 
ing. Before they reached the porch, 
young Mike Brody popped out of an- 
other cab and got himself tangled up in 
a lot of light cords and reflectors. 

He gaped at the ostentatious house. 

“Gee whiz!” he said. “Just like in the 
movies. How many people got killed, 
Jerry?” 

“See?” Chris said to Jerry, her eyes 
twinkling. “Every time you call for 
help, they assume it’s just another mur- 
der. This time, Mike, we’re going to be 
nice people. Were going to interview 
the lady who lives here and you will help 
Jerry take pictures of a fortune in dia- 
monds and rubies and things. Forget all 
about being a newspaperman. Be a gen- 
tleman instead.” 

“Yah-h-h!” Mike Brody commented. 

A butler admitted them into the re- 
ception hall, eyed the cluster of lights 
with a critical eye, and for a moment 
Jerry hoped they would be heaved out. 
But there was no such luck. Jerry knew 
that when a woman swept into the hall- 
way. “Swept” was the word because she 
was generously built and wore an ex- 
tremely long housecoat that cleaned the 
floor as she moved. She smiled at them 
patronizingly and extended one hand to 
Chris. A diamond sparkled on it with 
enough light to make a jewel thief con- 
sider retiring on the pension it would 
provide. 

“Im so glad you could come, Miss 
Stuart!” the woman who must be Mrs. 
Wonacott enthused. “It’s delightful to 
have the very best feature writer for the 
very best newspaper honor me by mak- 
ing my little collection of gems the basis 
for the first article of a series I am sure 
will be of intense interest.” 

“Thank you,” Chris said. “This is 
Jerry Wade, Mrs. Wonacott. He’s a 
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crack photographer for the biggest syn- 
dicate in the business. I’m sure his work 
will properly present your jewelry. This 
other young man is Michael Brody. He 
will assist Mr. Wade.” j 

“How do you do,” Mrs. Wonacott said, 
and beamed on young Brody. 

Mike grinned back. > 

“I do okay, lady,” he assured her 
brightly. “Say, by the looks of this joi— 
er—this house you don’t do so bad 
either... Ow!” 

The “Ow” was caused when pointed 
feminine shoes delivered him a neat 
hittle kick in the shins. 

Mrs. Wonacott did not see that, how- 
ever. She had turned, and was leading 
them into the library. She opened a wall 
safe and took out a stack of jewelry 
boxes. She piled these like books against 
her ample chest and dumped the whole 
business onto a divan. 

“You will probably visit Mrs. Brice 
for your next article,” she said to Chris- 
tine. “She has a few trinkets, also. Some 
of them are almost as good as mine. 
That’s natural, for of course we both 


million dollars’ worth of baubles here. 
_ Jerry glanced as the butler stepped 
into the room. 

“Mr. Samuel Cass is here, Madame,” 
he announced. 

“Oh, yes,” said Mrs. Wonacott 
brightly. “Show him in. I’m sure you 
people won’t mind Mr. Cass, and he’ll 
probably interest you also. He’s a very 
good friend of Willoughby who made 
the settings of these gems for me.” 

Jerry shook hands with a tall, slim 
man who entered. He had iron-gray 
hair, an erect carriage, and frank eyes. 
Jerry liked Sam Cass the moment their 
hands met. 

“So this is Jerry Wade,” Cass said. 
“Mrs. Wonacott, did you know that Mr. 
Wade is one of the best newspaper pho- 
tographers in the business? Why, his 
stories and pictures have made history. 
What’s up?” 

Jerry answered him, because Mrs. 
Wonacott had turned aside and was 
talking volubly to Christine. 

“Pm taking publicity shots of these 
jewels,” he explained, and pointed to the 
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patronize the same jeweler. John Wil- 
loughby. You have heard of him, I pre- 
sume?” 

“We have,” Jerry Wade said. “As I 
imagine everyone has who is interested 
in fine jewels. He’s a master craftsman 
and makes up a lot of special stuff for 
his best clients. Good man, Mrs. Wona- 
cott. Can I set up your stuff now?” 

“Stuff?” She lifted her eyebrows 
slightly, then smiled tolerantly. “Oh, 
yes, Yes, indeed. You may have the run 
of the house.” 

Jerry glanced around at the huge 


rooms, 

“TIl hardly need that,” he said with a 
shrug. “Just the table over there. And 
have you a white satin evening gown? 
It would make a nice background. A 
black one, too, for contrasting effects.” 


RS. WONACOTT rang for her per- 

sonal maid who brought a heap of 
shimmering gowns. Jerry selected one, 
placed it over the table and then started 
opening the jewelry boxes. He blinked 
as the gems all but blinded him. Off- 
hand, he estimated there were half a 


scintillating spread of diamonds, emer- 
alds, rubies, gold and platinum. “Tough 
job, but I’m getting interested. What a 
lot of War Bonds this stuff could buy!” 

Sam Cass grinned, and dropped his 
voice. “For your benefit, Jerry, Mrs. 
Wonacott purchased these gems long 
before there was such thought of our 
being in a war. Since then, she’s been 
fine about such things. She has her 
share of bonds, and she rolls bandages 
with Mrs. Zucci and Mrs. Szysinski at 
the Red Cross.” 

“Pm sorry,” Jerry said sincerely. 
“Perhaps I spoke too hastily. Well, I 
guess I’ll go to work. Rig the lights, 
Mike.” 

“And I,” Sam Cass said, almost too 
eagerly, “am leaving.” 

“But you were to spend the evening,” 
Mrs. Wonacott said, as she turned, hear- 
ing what Cass said. “I’m disappointed, 
Sam.” 

“So am J,” he said, “but certain 
things have come up which I have only 
just remembered. Got to leave to attend 
to them. Most urgent. Sorry. Good- 
night, everyone.” 
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CHAPTER II 
FAKE JEWELS—AND MURDER 


a ERRY said good-night to Sam 
| Cass, and bent over his work. 
| He had selected first a brooch 
i4] made of diamonds and emer- 
(| alds im the shape of a tulip. 
#| The petals were platinum, 
<j the work exquisite. He 
shifted lights, made a tripod 
for his camera consisting of two stacks 
of books and studied angles. 

Suddenly he bent closer, moved the 
brooch, looked again, and then rapidly 
placed one after another of the gems 
under those intensely bright lights. He 
took a close-up shot of each one. This 
done, he rolled the film onto the spool, 
opened his camera and removed the film. 

Mrs. Wonacott was telling Chris all 
about her gems, how she had acquired 
them and what they meant. But she 
kept frowning steadily. 

“T can’t understand why Sam left so 
abruptly,” she broke off to complain. 
“He was to make a fourth at bridge. 
Really, I’m quite shocked.” 

“Brace yourself,” Jerry said quietly, 
“because you're going to get a bigger 
shock, These gems of yours, Mrs. Wona- 
cott, are beautiful fakes.” __ 

Mrs. Wonacott gaped at him. Jerry 
went on, giving her the news in one big 
batch. 

“Under ordinary lights they would 
never have showed up. But you can’t 
fool floodlights. Somebody put some- 
thing over on you and I think it’s a mat- 
ter for the police.” . 

“It can’t be!” Mrs. Wonacott got up 
faster than she had done in twenty 
years. “John Willoughby made these 
with his own hands. They have never 
been out of my possession since. You 
must be wrong, Mr. Wade. After all, 
what do you know about gems?” 

“Little,” Jerry confessed. “But I 
know lights and angles, and I say those 
pieces are fakes. They’d probably fool 
Willoughby himself, but just the same 
they’re not the McCoy. Look—the cam- 
era picks up details your eyes can’t see. 
I'll have Mike Brody take these films to 
the lab and process them. He’ll make 
some blown-up shots and Pll bet even 
you will agree you have been badly bun- 
coed somewhere along the line.” 

Jerry handed Mike the roll of film and 


gave him precise instructions. Mike, ex- 
cited now because it was beginning to 
look as if, after all, there would be a 
newspaper story with police and all, 
shoved the film into his pocket and 
rushed out of the house. 

Jerry sat down. “I’m sorry about this, 
Mrs. Wonacott,” he said in a tone of 
understanding sympathy, “but you are 
entitled to know the truth. Naturally, 
we can’t suspect a man like John Wil- 
loughby of switching jewelry on you. 
Some time—you’ll remember if you 
think hard—they were out of your pos- 
session long enough so that another per- 
son could make up these exquisite 
copies.” 

“They have never been out of my 
hands since the day I purchased them,” 
Mrs. Wonacott stoutly declared. “Of 
course, I keep them in a bank vault. You 
don’t expect me to believe anybody could 
have got at them there, young man. Not 
for one moment have they left my hands, 
otherwise. Never!” 

“Not even for appraisal?” 
asked. 

“Well—no. Mr. Willoughby insisted 
that I have them appraised, of course. 
He makes the same demands of any 
client. I took them to Ivan Karpova, the 
Russian expert. He examined them right 
in front of me. I’m sure—” 


HE broke off short, looking startled 

as, outside the house someone 
screamed shrilly. There was a dull 
thump and more screams. Jerry made a 
dive for his camera and was inserting a 
fresh cartridge as he rushed to the door. 
On the porch he joined the butler who 
stood stockstill, watching people hurry- 
ing over toward a figure sprawled out in 
the road. 

“Tragic!” the butler said. “I saw it 
all, too. The young man looked up and 
down quite carefully, but a car without 
lights swerved almost as if the driver 
wanted to kill him. I am most sympa- 
thetic, Mr. Wade.” 

“Sympathetic?” Jerry gasped. “I 
don’t quite understand.” 

“The boy you see out there—the acci- 
dent victim — is the one who accom- 
panied you here. I let him out of the 
house just a moment ago, and had not 
yet closed the door when—when it hap- 
pened.” 

Jerry muttered a savage imprecation, 


Jerry 
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rushed down the steps and into the road. 
A radio car pulled up and one of the pa- 
trolmen moved the gathering crowd 
back. Jerry stuck his press card in his 
hat-band, elbowed his way to Mike 
Brody’s side and knelt. 

Mike was dead. The lining of his 
right-hand coat pocket was pulled out. 
As shocked and grieved as Jerry was, he 
rapidly searched Mike’s body. If this 
should be a case of deliberate murder— 
which he was sure it was—the one 
thing, the only thing he could do for 
Mike now was to take the first routine 
steps to discover all it was possible to 
know promptly. 

His search was rewarded right away. 
The roll of film he had given the boy was 
missing. 

Jerry heard Christine cry out in hor- 
ror. He arose and went to her side. 

“It seems,” he said quietly, but his 
lips were drawn and grim, “that your 
assignment has turned into a murder 
fest. J wouldn’t mind so much if they— 
whoever the murderers are—hadn’t 
killed Mike. He was just a kid. Pm 
going to find the man, or men, who killed 
him and when I do, so help me, Pll fix 
his, or their, wagons so they’ll be taken 
to the chair on a stretcher!” 

“Jerry,” Chris said, “when I came 
down off the porch, I’m sure I saw this 
man Sam Cass we just met pull away 
from the curb well down the street. 
There was a light—I know I wasn’t mis- 
taken.” 

“He certainly made a point of it to get 
out of the house fast, for some reason,” 
Jerry commented wryly. “Remember 
what Mrs. Wonacott said? That he was 
a close friend of John Willoughby, the 
jeweler, who made up her pieces?” 

“Jerry,” Chris said softly, “are you 
certain her jewelry is fake?” 

Jerry’s eyes were hard as he pointed 
at the limp body of Mike Brody. 

“There is your answer, Chris,” he 
said. “Somebody didn’t want those pic- 
tures developed. Didn’t want proof of 
the substitution to come out. Whoever 
killed Mike with that car had an ally 
waiting nearby to steal the roll of film 
from him. It’s gone! His pocket is 
turned. inside-out.” 

““Jerry, what are we going to do?” 
asked Christine. “We must do some- 
thing, since you’re the one who discov- 
ered the fake, for Mrs. Wonacott’s 


jewels were worth hundreds of thou- 
sands of dollars!” 

„Jerry took Chris by the arm and 
piloted her to the sidewalk. He.frowned 
deeply. 3 

“Mrs. Wonacott remarked that some 


` other woman—a society rival of hers, I 


suppose—also had a lot of diamonds and 
such,” he said. “I think we'd better get 
in touch with her without delay. What 
was her name, and do you know where 
she lives?” 

“Yes—of course. She’s Mrs. Brice. 
She lives half a dozen blocks from here. 
a you think her gems might be phony, 

00?” : 

“T don’t know yet, but I intend to find 
out. Why not? Somebody substituted 
phonies for the real thing with Mrs. 
Wonacott, and it may be mass, instead 
of isolated theft. Why couldn’t the 
same thing have been done with Mrs. 
Brice’s stuff? We’re going to see her, 
Chris, and then we’ll pay a call on John 
Willoughby who designed and manufac- 
tured the stuff. After that, I think Sam 
Cass should have an opportunity to ex- 
plain himself. We’re in on the ground 
floor—a few leaps ahead of the police 
—and we mustn’t let any grass grow 
under our feet. Come on!” 


HEY walked rapidly north. Chris 
clung to Jerry’s arm and voiced some 
doubts about the whole thing. 

“But suppose Sam Cass did realize 
that your pictures and lighting might 
reveal that the jewels were made of 
paste?” she protested. “Killing Mike and 
stealing the roll of film wouldn’t make 
any difference. The gems you think are 
fake are still in Mrs. Wonacott’s posses- 
sion. You could take a million pictures 
of them.” 

“I know, Chris. I don’t pretend to 
offer a guess as to what this is all about, 
but I do know that Mike is dead—mur- 
dered—and there was a specific reason 
why that was done. I intend to find out 
what it was. We have three clues—or 
rather suspects. John Willoughby, who 
manufactured the stuff. Sam Cass, who 
was so doggone anxious to get away. 
And the appraisers who handled the 
Wonacott gems. A substitution could 
have been made there easily enough.” 

Mrs. Brice’s house, they discovered, 
was as big as the Wonacott mansion, 
and the moment Jerry and Chris were 
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CHRISTINE STUART 


admitted they sensed an air of excite- 
ment. A portly woman literally flew 
from one room to another with only a 
bare glance at her visitors and appar- 
ently no curiosity concerning them or 
their business with her. Jerry disre- 
garded the butler and followed the 
woman. 

She had a table in one room loaded 
down with gems and she was examining 
each one minutely. She looked up at 
Jerry. 

“I don’t know who you are,” she said 
abruptly, “but do you know anything 
about jewelry?” 

“A little,” Jerry said. “Has Mrs. 
Wonacott phoned you?” 

“Phoned? No—no, not that I heard of. 
Look at this necklace. It’s a seventy- 
thousand-dollar string of pearls and 
someone has the nerve to tell me they 
are false! I... Just a moment. Who 
are you two, anyway? Perhaps you 
know something about this message I 
received about my jewels.” 

“Were reporters,” Jerry said, and 
quickly silenced Mrs. Brice’s proposed 
command to have them thrown out. “I 
can tell you if those gems are false. Mrs. 
Wonacott has just discovered hers were 
made off paste. Or, I might say, I discov- 
ered it for her. Have a servant bring 


rd 


the strongest light that can be found to 
this table. Find me a mirror. A shaving 
mirror with a concave side if possible. 
Hurry, will you?” 

Mrs. Brice gasped at the effrontery, 
but there was something compelling in 
the Candid Camera Kid’s tone and 
words. She gave a hurried order and her 
butler soon brought an enlarging mir- 
ror. Jerry rigged this up so that it re- 
flected strong light squarely upon the 
gems. He laid several into position, 
stepped back and peered at them from 
all angles, 

“Frankly,” he said, “you’ve been 
gypped. Look—in the strong light. 
Those diamonds sparkle, but not with 
the multitude of colors a real stone 
would show. Those pearls, they are dull 
and lifeless. Perfect imitations, yes, but 
they can’t stand up under a spot. Even a 
rigged one like Pm using. Where did you 
buy this jewelry, Mrs. Brice?” ` 

“From John Willoughby, of course. 
He makes jewelry for all the best peo- 
ple.” She turned an accusing glare on 
Jerry. “Young man, are you sure about 
this? It’s a terrible accusation to make.” 

“Pm sure,” Jerry replied grimly. “In 
fact, whoever is responsible for this just 
resorted to murder to try and hide it. 
Have these articles ever left your pos- 
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session? As collateral for a loan—or for 
repairs? For any reason whatsoever?” 

“Never,” she said promptly. “I pur- 
chased a good part of my collection just 
before the war. The only other person 


who has handled them since I’ve owned. 


them was the appraiser. A Roy Graham 
who has a jewelry store downtown, ex- 
amine them for me.” 

“A Russian named Ivan Karpova 
never saw them?” Jerry asked quickly. 

“Of course not!” Mrs. Brice said 
sharply, then looked about a little 
wildly. “Td better phone the police. It 
seems that letter was correct!” 

“Letter?” Jerry asked quickly. “What 
letter?” ; 


RS. BRICE opened a drawer and 
extracted a plain, cheap white en- 
velope. It contained a card, handwrit- 
ten, and by someone who was an expert 
in script writing. The note was brief. It 
said: 
Look at your jewelry. You have been de- 


ceived. It is paste and worth but a small frac- 
tion of what you paid for it. 


“That came not much more than ten 
minutes ago,” Mrs. Brice said. “It was 
placed beneath the door. You will kindly 
remain here until the police arrive. You 
have offered me no logical explanation 
as to why you came and I am sure it was 
in connection with my jewels. You prob- 
ably can explain the whole thing, too— 
you and your blond friend. And you 
will!” 

“Sorry.” Jerry took Chris by the arm. 
“We can’t wait. Tell-the police that our 
names are Jerry Wade and Christine 
Stuart. They'll understand. And keep 
trying to think if there was any time— 
even a matter of seconds—when another 
person could possibly have had access 
to your jewelry.” 

Jerry and Chris paid no attention to 
the woman’s protests and calmly walked 
out on Mrs. Brice and her threats. Out- 
side, they walked five blocks before they 
could find a taxi. 

“It looks to me,” Chris panted, as they 
hurried along, “as if Mr. John Wil- 
loughby is going to have a lot of explain- 
ing to do. Hither he, or the men who ap- 
praised the stuff. Personally, I go for 
Willoughby because two different men 
appraised the two different batches of 
gems.” 


CHAPTER III 
ONE SUSPECT EXONERATED 


HEN Jerry and Chris reached 
Willoughby’s exclusive store, 
it was dark. In a nearby 
drug store on a side street, 
they found Willoughby’s ad- 
dress in a directory, and also 
learned from the druggist 
the name of Willoughby’s 

manager—Lloyd Hargrave. Jerry jotted 
down both addresses, then he and Chris 
returned to their taxi and he gave or- 
ders that took them to Willoughby’s 
home. 

There were lights in the house. Jerry 
paid off the driver and, with Chris at his 
side, hurried to the porch. He rang the 
bell and waited. A few moments went by 
and he rang the bell again. When there 
was still no answer, he peered through 
windows and tapped on them, without 
result. 

“Jerry,” Chris said, “do you think—” 

“Anything is possible,” Jerry grunted. 
“Stand back—we’re going in through a 
window.” 

There were chairs on the porch and 
Jerry picked up the smallest one he 
could find. A single blow smashed the 
glass and it took only a second or two to 
raise the sash. Jerry clambered through 
and helped Chris to follow him. 

Not a sound could be heard. Jerry in- 
vestigated some of the downstairs rooms 
while Chris tried the others. Finally, 
they went up the wide staircase side by 
side. Halfway to the top, Jerry brought 
Chris to a halt. His nostrils were dilat- 


ing. 

“Cordite,” he breathed slowly. “A gun 
was fired in this house not long ago. 
Come on.” 

They found John Willoughby easily 
enough. He lay on the floor behind a big 
desk in an upstairs room that appar- 
ently had been his study. The man was 
dead. A single bullet had smashed 
through his right temple. 

“There’s a phone there on the desk,” 
Jerry told Chris. “Call Sergeant Orr. 
Keep back a bit. I’m going to take some 
pictures.” 

Jerry focused his camera, slipped a 
flash bulb outfit into place and started 
taking shots. He took them from several 
angles. One was within a few inches of. 
the dead man’s head. Jerry noticed pow- 
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der marks around the wound. : 

“Except for one thing,” Jerry said, 
when he had finished, “I’d swear this 
man killed himself. The wound is iden- 
tically placed with those usual for sui- 
cides, powder marks show the weapon 
was held close, but—where’s the gun? 
That makes it murder, of course.” 

“Sergeant Orr is on his way over,” 
Chris told him. “Jerry, Willoughby 
wasn’t either the type of man to commit 
suicide or to slip fake gems over on his 
customers. His reputation was clean 
and fine, though maybe I did suspect 
par a minute. Certainly it’s mur- 

er.” 

Jerry was studying a smear of blood 
that ran from the edge of the desk, 
downward along the whole back of it. 
He frowned and took two pictures of 


is. ; 

“Let’s go downstairs,” he said. “Your 
jewelry publicity assignment has devel- 
oped angles. Darned serious ones, I’m 
afraid.” 

They waited in the living room for 
Sergeant Orr’s arrival. Jerry began 
walking up and down. 

“I don’t get it,” he muttered. “First 
of all, those imitation gems were superb. 
Second, why was Mike killed? Third, we 
have the mystery of John Willoughby, 
murder victim, and I’ve got my doubts 
about that.” 

“But why, Jerry?” Chris was puzzled. 
“The gun was gone.” 

“Yes, I realize that. But didn’t you 
notice the smear of fresh blood on the 
edge of the desk? The way I see it, Wil- 
loughby sat in the-chair at his desk. He 
fired a shot into his right temple, fell 
across the desk and stayed there. His 
head was close to the edge and blood 
oozed out. Then someone deliberately 
moved the body and in doing so, smeared 
more blood on the desk. That someone 
also must have removed the gun—why, 
I don’t know.” 

“He could have been standing when 
he was killed,” Chris argued. “He could 
have fallen so that blood was smeared 
on the edge of the desk.” 

“No,” Jerry maintained stoutly. “In 
that case, there would have been marks 
on his head. Bruises. And suicides only 
shoot themselves while standing up 
when they face a mirror. Study your 
homicide statistics and you'll see I’m 
right ... I wonder what’s keeping Orr.” 


OMEONE walked across the porch. 

Jerry ran to the door, flung it wide 
and stared at two men. One was a 
stranger. The other was Sam Cass! 

“Wade!” Cass exclaimed breathlessly. 
“What in the world are you doing here?” 

“Hello, Mr. Cass,” Jerry said grimly. 
“Im glad you came. Saved me a lot of 
trouble.” 

“I don’t understand.” Cass frowned. 
“Where is John? Willoughby, I mean?” 

“He’s upstairs, in his study. Dead!” 

Both men gaped for a second, then 
ran pell-mell up the stairs. Jerry heard 
Sam Cass give a genuine cry of horror, 
which was followed by a lusty curse 
from the other man. Finally, Sam Cass 
came slowly down the stairs. 

“T don’t pretend to know what this is 
all about,” he told Jerry, “but I’ve just 
lost a sincere friend in John Willoughby. 
It was murder, of course. No gun about. 
Perhaps you can explain.” 

“What about yourself?” Jerry de- 
manded. “This isn’t the first murder we 
have faced tonight—a fact of which you 
are probably well aware. I lost a friend, 
too. A boy, just starting life. Wil- 
loughby’s death was easy compared to 
his and, Mr. Cass, you were seen driving 
off right after Mike Brody was killed.” 

Chris stepped forward. “I saw you 
pull away from the curb a block down 
the street from Mrs. Wonacott’s house— 
full five minutes after you left in such a 
great hurry,” she said bravely, accus- 
ingly. “Can you explain why you were 
parked there? Why you drove away 
right after that boy was run down?” 

“So that was it,” Cass mused. “I knew 
some excitement was taking place in 
front of Mrs. Wonacott’s. Yes, I stopped 
down the street. Some trouble with the 
choke on my car. It stalled.” 5 

“Sit down,” Jerry said. “There’s no 
use for us to argue this case. It’s a job 
for the cops and they’ll be here in a cou- 
ple of minutes. Who is your friend, Mr. 
Cass?” 

Cass sat down and seemed to have 
grown fifteen years older. He covered 
his eyes with one hand for a moment, as 
if in silent prayer. Then he blew his 
nose lustily and took an expensive ciga- 
rette case from his pocket. Chris re- 
jected his offer of one. Jerry didn’t. Cass 
lit both cigarettes. 

“My friend, as you call him,” he said, 
“is Lloyd Hargrave. He managed Wil- 
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loughby’s jewelry store. Took care of 
the business end. Willoughby was a de- 
signer and manufacturer.” 

“And your own connection with Wil- 
loughby?” Jerry persisted. 

“I was—his friend.” 

“Well,” Jerry said, “while you’re in 
such a good answering mood, tell me 
why you arrived at Mrs. Wonacott’s in 
no particular rush and with the inten- 
tion of spending the evening there, then 
breezed out like the house was afire? 
Mind you, that happened the instant you 
learned I was getting ready to photo- 
graph those jewels. They were fakes, 
you know.” 

“Yes,” Cass said slowly. “I know. 
That’s why I left so abruptly. I wanted 
to tell my friend Willoughby.” 

“Oh, please,” Chris put in. “Time 
enough has elapsed since you left us at 
Mrs. Wonacott’s house and the time you 
appeared at this house for you to have 
driven here via White Plains!” 


EFORE Cass could answer that one, 

cars pulled up in the street outside, 
and men ran toward the porch. Jerry 
got up. Chris preceded him to the door. 
Cass grabbed Jerry’s arm and pulled 
him back. 

“Please,” he implored, “don’t involve 
me in this mess yet! I’m completely in- 
nocent. Yes, I knew those gems were 
fakes the moment I saw the lights on 
them. I didn’t know whether Willoughby 
knew anything about it or not, but my 
only idea was to help him—and I can 
still help him, even if he is dead. Pro- 
vided I’m free to do so and by free I 
mean not behind bars.” 

Jerry broke Cass’ grip and went into 
the hallway to greet Sergeant Orr of the 
Homicide Squad. They were old friends 
and had worked together on many cases, 
always in perfect accord. Jerry ex- 
plained as briefly as possible. When he 
told about the odd anonymous note 
which Mrs. Brice received, he watched 
the expression on Cass’ face. It didn’t 
alter one bit. 

“And what does this guy know about 
it?” Orr indicated Cass with a jerk of 
his thumb. 

Jerry gave Chris a sharp glance 
which she understood, and kept silent. 

“I don’t think he knows very much, 
Sarge,” the Candid Camera Kid said. 
“He was just a friend of both parties in- 


volved, that’s all. Better go upstairs. 
Willoughby’s manager is with the body.” 

“Thanks,” Sam Cass whispered in 
Jerry’s ear. “I thought I could size up a 
gentleman when I saw one.” 


CHAPTER IV 
BURGLARY IN REVERSE 


IFTEEN minutes later, Ser- 
geant Orr came downstairs. 
Hargrave, manager of the 
jewelry store, was with him. 

j Hargrave was a middle-aged 

man, partially bald, and he 
wore bifocals. His cheeks 
were pink and smooth- 
shaven. He was obviously upset. 

“All right,” Orr told Cass and Har- 
grave, “You two can go now. I’m satis- 
fied I can find you if necessary. Jerry, 
suppose we talk this over. You and I 
and Chris.” 

Cass and Hargrave departed with evi- 
dent relief. Jerry went at once into mi- 
nute details about what had happened 
since he and Chris and young Brody 
had first gone to Mrs: Wonacott’s home. 
Orr’s frown grew deeper and deeper. 

“But why the devil should Mike Brody 
have been murdered?” he demanded. 
“After all, you could get as many pic- 
tures of those jewels as you wished. 
Maybe it was just an accident and the 
film case rolled out of his pocket. I’ll 
have some men hunt for it.” 

“His pocket was turned inside-out,” 
Jerry sighed. “I know it was a bump-off, 
Sarge. Conversely, however, I don’t 
think you’re right about Willoughby, 
either. My impression is that he com- 
mitted suicide.” 

“But there’s no gun!” Orr barked. “A 
gun doesn’t walk off, Kid.” 

“And aman murdered three feet from 
a desk, and who falls straight forward, 
doesn’t leave a smear of blood on the 
desk, either. I think Willoughby heard 
about the discovery that Mrs. Wona- 
cott’s gems were phonies and he killed 
himself. His head landed on the desk 
and bled from the right side. Some of 
the blood ran down the side of the desk, 
but more stayed on top near the edge. 
Then somebody who wanted it to look 
like murder came along, placed the body 
on the floor, and swiped the gun. Make 
some paraffin tests of Willoughby’s trig- 
ger finger and you'll see.” 
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Orr shook his head. “What’s the use, 
Kid? What blood are you talking about, 
anyway? I didn’t see any blood on the 
desk.” 

“You need glasses,” Jerry snapped. 
“Come on and II show it to you.” 

“Okay,” Orr arose. “I didn’t even 
leave a man in the room nor on the sec- 
ond floor. They mess up things too often 
and for my money a suicide is a murder 
until it’s proved suicide. I’m practical 
that way. It gets results.” 

They climbed the stairs. Chris re- 
mained in the living room with the ex- 
cuse that she had seen enough blood for 
one night. Jerry reached the closed door 
of Willoughby’s study first and had 
reached for the knob, when he jerked 
his head to one side and in a whisper 
warned Orr to be quiet. : 

There was someone in that room. 
Whoever it was, probably hadn’t heard 
the approach of Jerry or Sergeant Orr 
because the hallways were thickly car- 
peted. Orr drew a gun, nodded, and got 
ready. Jerry turned the knob slowly, 
kicked the door wide and saw a blurry 
shadow heading for a door leading into 
another room. 

“Don’t shoot!” Jerry 
sprinted after the man. 

He went into a long dive, knocked 
over a chair, but got fingers around one 
ankle of the fleeing man’s leg. The man 
crashed down and Jerry quickly clam- 
bered on top of him. He saw the gun in 
the man’s hand starting to come up and 
Jerry didn’t waste time talking. His 
small, but compact and powerful fist de- 
livered a beautiful uppercut. The in- 
truder relaxed. The gun fell to the floor. 

Sergeant Orr turned on the lights and 
Jerry hoisted their prisoner into a chair. 

“Well, for the love of Mike!” Orr 


yelled, and 


grunted. “That’s Thad McCardle—a 
private dick whose specialty is recover- 
ing stolen jewelry for insurance com- 
panies.” 

“Uh-huh.” Jerry shook the man hard. 
“Looks like he’s acquired another spe- 
cialty. How’d he get in here, anyway? I 
thought the front door was guarded.” 


RR went into the other room and 

Jerry heard him clumping down the 
steps. When he returned, Orr had a rea- 
sonable explanation. 

“There’s a back entrance that leads 
right to the second floor. The door is 
open. McCardle came in that way. I 
don’t trust that squirt, Kid. He never 
played ball with the cops. His idea was 
to dicker with crooks, pay them off, and 
get the stolen stuff back. Just like pay- 
ing a reward for it and, of course, he got 
a nice little cut.” 

“Wha-what happened?” McCardle 
mumbled, and started to get out of the 
chair. Jerry pushed him back. “Wil- 
loughby! He’s dead!” 

“Yeah, we know all about that,” Jerry 
grunted. “How come you have the privi- 
lege of using the back door to this house, 
and why did you come here in the first 
place?” 

“Jerry Wade—the Candid Camera 
Kid,” McCardle said between his teeth. 
“Some day -I’ll take a poke at you, in 
payment for what happened here to- 
night, But right now... All right, PH 
talk, Mrs. Wonacott phoned her insur- 
ance company about half an hour ago 
and said she’d been gypped. The jewelry 
Willoughby sold her are fakes, she said. 
The case was turned over to me at once. 
So I came here to find out what Wil- 
loughby knew about it. I—ah—used to 
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visit him quite frequently and I knew 
how to get in through the back. But if 
you two monkeys are trying to pin his 
murder on me, you’re nuts!” 

“You will be elected soon,” Jerry 
grunted, “if we don’t stop running into 
fresh angles. Watch him, Sarge. Pm 
going to see about those bloodstains.” 

Jerry went over to the desk. He had 
to straddle Willoughby’s corpse, but 
when he studied the edge and sides of 
the desk, he saw absolutely no signs of 
blood. 

“Well?” Orr called from the other 
side of the room. “Is it there or isn’t it?” 

“Gone,” Jerry said. “Could have been 
wiped off easily enough. It was fresh. 
Search McCardle and see if he’s got any- 
thing on him that might have been used 
to wipe the blood off.” 

“He’s clean,” Orr reported. “I’m tak- 
ing him downtown for booking. Any 
guy who sneaks into a room where a sui- 
cide or murder victim is lying on the 
floor must be up to something. We’ll boil 
him in oil if he won’t talk.” 

“Yah!” McCardle grimaced. “TPI be 
out of your coop in ten minutes. Don’t 
ever forget, Sergeant, that I’m an im- 
portant guy. The insurance companies 
think a lot of me.” 

“That’s more than your mother ever 
did,” Orr snapped. “Come on.” 

Jerry and Chris taxied back to Mrs. 
Wonacott’s home. They were admitted 
and Jerry talked to the butler for a mo- 
ment. From him he drew the informa- 
tion that the car which had deliberately 
run down and killed Mike Brody looked 
a great deal like the one Sam Cass drove. 

Then Jerry went into the living room 
and received another shock. Two ex- 
perts were examining the gems. Mrs. 
Wonacott had a rather sinister expres- 
sion on her face. 

One expert looked up. “You must be 
the photographer who stated these gems 
were not real,” he said. “I have exam- 
ined them and I am satisfied they were 
genuine.” 

“They’re what?” Jerry cried. “Listen! 
Two people have died because of them. 
This isn’t the only case of phonies, 
either. Mrs. Brice’s gems are paste. She 
even received an anonymous note saying 
they were.” 

“My goodness,” the expert said. “I 
know Mrs. Brice, of course. Perhaps I’d 
better go up there.” 


“Wait a minute.” Jerry checked him. 
“Just who are you two, anyhow?” 

“We work for Ivan Karpova, sir. We 
are trusted employees and inasmuch as 
our firm once certified these gems as 
genuine, we came here to satisfy our- 
selves that they still are.” 

“Chris,” Jerry said. “Take this guy 
over to the Brice house and stand by 
while he checks the stuff. Come back as 
soon as he has: a report to make.” 


ERRY sat down across from Mrs. 
Wonacott. 

“Now let’s get down to facts,” he said 
firmly. “I’ve had a look at these jewels 
now on the table. They’re real all right, 
but the ones I photographed were not. I 
can back up that statement by inform- 
ing you—if you don’t already know it— 
that the young man who carried the film 
away was murdered outside your home. 
It was done for one reason—to get those 
films, the only proof that the gems I 
photographed were phony.” 

“I’m afraid it’s all beyond me,” she 
said plaintively. “Of course, I think you 
are wrong. The gems are quite genuine. 
Mr. Karpova’s men say so.” 

“After I left,” Jerry said, “what did 
you do? I mean by that, were those gems 
left in this room for any length of time 
unguarded?” 

“Why—yes, I suppose so. My butler 
was outside telling the police what he 
knew about that unfortunate affair on 
the street. My maids were upstairs and 
I left the room in order to telephone my 
insurance company.” 

Jerry walked to a window overlooking 
the rear of the house. It was open about 
half an inch. He raised it high, lit a 
match and studied the window sill for a 
moment. 

“Well, Mrs. Wonacott,” he said, “you 
can consider yourself the most fortunate 
of people. A burglar entered this room 
and actually exchanged real gems for 
the phonies. There’s a scratch on the 
window sill, probably made by the in- 
truder’s shoe or, possibly, by a button. 
Anyway, I’m certain this burglary in re- 
verse is an accomplished fact.” 

“But why in the world would anyone 
do such a thing?” she demanded, be- 
wildered. “Why exchange false pieces 
for valuable ones?” 

“Lady,” Jerry told her, “if I knew the 
answer to that one, we could get on with 
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writing the publicity which seems to 
have started all this. By the way, did 
you receive any anonymous letters con- 
cerning your gems?” 

“Indeed, I did not,” Mrs. Wonacott 
snapped. 

“Tf you do, phone Sergeant Orr at 
Police Headquarters and he’ll take care 
of matters,” Jerry suggested. “Thanks 
for your help and now, while I’m stand- 
ing here to watch, scoop up those rocks 
and stow them in your safe. In the 
morning, take them back to your bank 
vault.” 

Jerry even helped her do this and he 
asked one more significant question. 

“Did you tell anyone about your inten- 
tion to have the gems photographed and 
written up?” 

“Why, yes. Naturally, I boasted about 
it to some friends. I also phoned Mr. 
Willoughby because I would have liked 
to have had him in the picture also. 
After all, it was his brain that created 
the designs, his hands which did the 
work.” 

“What did Willoughby say about it?” 

“T didn’t talk to him. He wasn’t in the 
shop. But I did tell Mr. Hargrave to give 
Willoughby my message. That was— 
well, approximately an hour before you 
and your party arrived.” 

“Thank you,” Jerry said. “You’ve 
been more helpful than you realize. Re- 
member to watch for an anonymous 
note and above all, guard those gems. If 
Miss Stuart calls, tell her I’m on my way 
to Mrs. Brice’s house.” 


UT Chris was coming up the walk as 

Jerry stepped out of the house. He 
led her to the sidewalk and they took a 
taxi. Jerry told the driver to take them 
to Police Headquarters. 

“That expert is still at Mrs. Brice’s,” 
Chris reported as they started off. “He 
had gone over three-quarters of the stuff 
when I left. You were right—it’s all 
phony. That anonymous note she got 
told the truth. Jerry, I wonder who 
could have sent it—and why?” 

“We'll find out,” Jerry promised. “The 
real puzzler now is why somebody 
slipped into the Wonacott house and ex- 
changed real gems for those fakes I 
photographed. Plenty of evidence to 
show that happened, but none at all to 
help establish a motive for such funny 
business.” , 
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“What about the vanishing blood- 
stains?” Chris asked. 

Jerry patted the candid camera slung 
over one shoulder. 3 

“I’ve got the evidence that they did 
exist right in there. Soon as I get a 
chance, I'll print the pics and show Ser- 
geant Orr that my imagination wasn’t 
working overtime. In fact, I think Pl 
see Orr right now. He’s supposed to be 
putting that punk McCardle over the 
coals.” 

“T phoned in to the office all I knew 
about the story already,” Chris said. 
“What can I do now?” 

“Step into the lobby of my apartment 
house there,” Jerry said, and indicated a 
building across the street from Police 
Headquarters. “McCardle wiil come out 
shortly. Orr can’t hold him long and he 
knows it. Trail McCardle. And be care- 
ful—McCardle’s no dope.” 


CHAPTER V 
MURDER OF AN APPRAISER 


“3 ERGEANT ORR was alone in 
his office when Jerry Wade 
? entered. 

“McCardle is out front ar- 
ranging for bail,” he said 
disgustedly. “Don’t ever 
gw think those insurance com- 

panies never take care of 
their own. After he’s free, McCardle 
has agreed to talk to me. That is, I’ll 
talk and he’ll listen and make faces. 
Kid, this business is getting me down. 
Tm afraid it will wind up in the un- 
solved box and join the only other one I 
couldn’t break during the last three 


“Hmm,” Jerry mused. “I know the 
case you mean. A chiseling jeweler 
named Bryant. He was found shot 
through the heart about two years ago. 
I took some shots of the scene, remem- 
ber?” == 

“Pm not liable to forget until I’ve 
pinched his murderer,” Orr grunted. 
“We have the bullet that killed him. All 
I need is the gun and the guy who used 
i ” 


“And what’s your opinion on this lat- 
est case?” Jerry asked. 

“It’s fairly clear,” Orr said. “Wil- 
loughby took his clients’ money, gave 
them real stuff to be appraised, and 
when the jewels were brought back for 
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final adjustment he made the switch. 
Willoughby knew about the publicity 
those gems were going to get and real- 
ized he’d be exposed as a crook. He 
probably told that to somebody else who 
was in with him. This last guy figured 
that Willoughby’s number was up any- 
how and shot him.” 

“Your logic is awful,” Jerry said, and 
grinned. “Mrs. Wonacott’s mess of 
phony stuff was swiped just a little 
while ago and the real gems left in their 
place. Now would a crook and murderer 
do a thing like that? No sir, not unless 
by so doing, he might save himself.” 

“All right,” Orr said, “I’m dumb. I 
still don’t see your point.” 

“Its simple, Sarge. Willoughby was 
in on it. He must have been. He killed 
himself. Someone else, in league with 
him, fixed things to look like murder so 


Willoughby ‘wouldn’t be suspected of- 


anything. Then this same man went to 
Mrs. Wonacott’s and exchanged the 
phony stuff for the real. In that way, I’d 
have been shown up as a plain fool, the 
death of Mike Brody listed as an acci- 
dent, and the loss of my roll of film just 
a coincidence. Just one thing stopped all 
that from actually happening.” 

“What’s the point?” Orr said impa- 
tiently. “I still don’t believe it anyway.” 

“There is another person who is trying 
to let us know that many of Willough- 
by’s clients were gypped. He is dis- 
tributing those anonymous notes and 
our murderer knew nothing about this 
angle until after he’d taken all those 
other precautions.” 

Sergeant Orr’s phone rang. He an- 
swered it, grunted a few times, and 
made some notes. 

“Another one of these anonymous let- 
ters, Kid,” he said, when he hung up. 
“Some more of the Willoughby jewelry 
has been examined and it’s faked. Maybe 
you’re right about all this. I’m getting a 
new hunch and it concerns the apprais- 
ers who looked over the stuff. They 
might be involved.” 

“Its worth working on,” Jerry 
agreed. “Suppose I tackle this Russian, 
Karpova, and Roger Graham who ap- 
praised Mrs. Brice’s stuff. They might 
talk to me when a cop would scare the 
daylights out of them.” 

“Sure,” Orr agreed and fumbled in a 
desk drawer. “I’ve got the designs of 
Mrs. Brice’s gems. Take them along, 


just in case. Found them in Willough- 
by’s house along with a lot of others.” 

Jerry glanced at the designs and 
slipped the papers into his pocket. He 
left Orr’s office, went to the Pawnshop 
Squad’s quarters and checked Roger 
Graham in their records. Graham was 
little more than a high-class pawn- 
broker. 


T WAS ten-fifteen, so the chances 
were that Roger Graham’s shop was 
still open. Jerry left Headquarters 
quickly, Chris was across the street in 
the doorway, but Jerry gave her no sig- 
nal. McCardle was still inside and her 
job was to trail him. 

A cab brought Jerry to Roger Gra- 
ham’s place in less than ten minutes. It 
was open, but the window shades were 
drawn and the window displays re- 
moved, Graham was getting ready to 
close. The door was locked, too, but an 
elderly man Jerry took to be Graham let 
him in. 

Jerry identified himself and put the 
whole thing up to Graham bluntly. Gra- 
ham leaned against a counter and shook 
his head. 

“I heard radio broadcasts about the 
death of Willoughby,” he said. “He was 
one of the greatest erga’ designers 
and creators in the world. Yes, I exam- 
ined Mrs. Brice’s purchases some time 
ago. Just how many I do not recall, but 
she always brought them here. Wil- 
loughby had a habit of insisting that all 
his work be appraised by a disinterested 
person.” 

“You examined the stuff closely?” 
Jerry queried. 

“Minutely is a better word. All of Wil- 
loughby’s work interested me, so I paid 
particular attention. Just what did you 
wish to know about the gems?” 

“Were any of them fakes?” 

“Good heavens, no! I’ll swear to that. 
They were real—glorious pieces and 
worth a great deal of money. Every one 
that I saw was authentic.” 

“What happened after you appraised 
them?” 

“Mrs. Brice would bring them back to 
Willoughby for final adjustment. Clasps, 
pins and things like that. A final check- 
up. Quite usual.” 

Jerry saw one of his premises going 
up in smoke. He had never too strongly 
considered the appraisers as crooks. 
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There were at least two of them—more 
probably, now that Sergeant Orr had re- 
ceived word that another batch was 
phony. 

Jerry had more questions to ask, how- 
ever. He was facing the door and could 
look out on the street. He saw a car pull 
up and McCardle emerge. Instantly 
Jerry ducked behind a counter and made 
his way to a back room. 

“Don’t tell this man I’m here,” he 
said. “Watch out for him. He’s a private 
detective hired to locate the stolen 
stuff.” - 

From the back room, Jerry had to 
content himself with just listening. He 
didn’t dare risk peering through the cur- 
tains. McCardle was smart enough to 
keep his eyes open. 

For the next ten minutes, Jerry heard 
the private detective in action. McCar- 
dle whined, pleaded and threatened. He 
seemed certain that Graham knew what 
had happened to the real gems. Graham 
kept denying it steadfastly. Finally, Mc- 
Cardle seemed to give up. With a final 
warning to the jeweler, he walked nois- 
ily toward the door. Jerry heard it open. 
Ten seconds later, every light in the 
place went out. 

Jerry fumbled around the unfamiliar 
back room, He heard a shrill scream 
that was cut off abruptly. At last he 
reached the curtains and passed through 
them. The front door was closed. No- 
body moved. Jerry lit a match. He saw 
two things almost simultaneously. 

Graham lay behind his counter with a 
knife through his heart. Nearby, was an 
electric switch-box, its door opened 
wide. Jerry snapped the lights on again, 
barely touching the switch to do so. 
There was a vague chance of finger- 
prints. 


E EXAMINED Graham and when 
he found there was nothing he 
could do he went to the big safe at the 
rear of the store. The door was open, for 
Graham had been putting things away. 
As he pawed through the safe, Jerry de- 
bated whether or not McCardle could 
have killed Graham. Certainly, if he 
hadn’t, the murderer had acted fast, 
practically entering as the private detec- 
tive left. 
Jerry thought of Chris. She had been 
trailing McCardle, so it was likely that 
she was outside, keeping the store under 


surveillance. If so, she’d had an excel- 
lent chance of seeing the killer. 

Jerry came across a chamois pouch, 
carelessly thrown to the rear of the safe. 
He opened this and spilled out four large 
gems. They were oddly cut and some- 
thing clicked in his mind. He took them 
over to a counter, turned on a small 
lamp and gazed at the pieces for a few 
seconds. Then he drew out the original 
designs of Mrs. Brice’s gems. ; 

It required only a few moments to dis- 
cover that the four stones in Graham’s 
safe matched the curiously odd designs 
made up by Willoughby. Either Graham 
had lied, or the murderer had deliber- 
ately sacrificed a small fortune to estab- > 
lish the guilt of the dead appraiser. 

These gems were all right. They had 
ne deep, warm sparkle of the real Me- 

oy. 

Jerry went over to a telephone and 
called Sergeant Orr. He made a report 
of the murder and agreed to stick 
around until men arrived. 

Jerry meant to do that, too, but he 
was worried about Chris. Perhaps she 
had just gone on trailing McCardle, but 
he had to know. He stepped outside and 
looked around for her, then called her 
name, but without result. Jerry was half 
frantic by the time Sergeant Orr and his 
squad arrived. 

“So McCardle did it, huh?” Orr 
grunted. “Wait until I lay my hands on 
him again! Just a second. I’ll send out 
an alarm.” 

“Hold it,” Jerry said. “We've got to 
play this carefully. I have an idea that 
Chris was snatched. Otherwise, she’d 
have entered the store to find out what 
was up, for she must have been outside, 
and if McCardle left in a big rush, Chris 
has brains enough to try and find out 
what happened in here.” 

“Okay, Kid,” Orr said. 
party.” 

“Don’t arrest McCardle,” Jerry ad- 
vised. “Don’t even say anything to him 
about Graham being dead. When he’s 
picked up just have him escorted to your 
office for further questioning. Get Sam 
Cass there, too—and Lloyd Hargrave. - 
Tl] develop this shot of the bloodstains 
and stick around my apartment in case 
Chris phones. Give me an hour, and by 
that time you should have those suspects 
rounded up.” 

Jerry taxied back to his apartment 


“It’s your 
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across the street from Police Headquar- 
ters. He had poren selected the loca- 
tion because he could roll almost as fast 
as the police cars did when something 
big broke. 

It was a comfortable place of four 
rooms. One was fitted up as a dark 
room. Jerry removed his hat and coat, 
rolled up his sleeves and went into the 
lab. There he developed the film ex- 
pertly. The negative dried fast under a 
warm blower and Jerry slipped it into 
an enlarger. 

As he focused the shot, he could see 
the bloodstains. The finished blown-up 
pris was clear and the bloodstains dis- 
tinct. 

Jerry listened intently for the tele- 
phone or the door buzzer, and when a 
full hour had passed he knew that Chris 
must have run into trouble. Jerry had 
no way of finding out what had hap- 
pened to her, unless McCardle could tell 
him, and the private detective was clev- 
erly evasive. Perhaps McCardle didn’t 
even know. 

Jerry determined to find out though. 
He blotted the wet print hurriedly, 
donned his hat and coat, and went over 
to Sergeant Orr’s office. 


CHAPTER VI 
BORROWED EVIDENCE 


cCCARDLE, Sam Cass and 
Lloyd Hargrave were all in 
the Homicide sergeant’s 
office, impatiently waiting 
for Orr to give a reason why 
they had been summoned to 
Police Headquarters. 

Jerry laid the photograph 
on a chair, face down, and put his hat on 
top of it. Then he talked to these three 
men, in a friendly manner, although he 
strongly suspected that one of this trio 
was a murderer or, at least, the brains 
behind a band of killers. 

“T thought getting the three of you to- 
gether might bring some results,” he 
said. “Sergeant Orr agreed with me, so 
we sent for you.” 

“Sent”—McCardle grimaced—‘“is a 
poor word to express the way I was 
dragged down here. And I’m out on bail, 
don’t forget that. Pll leave here any 
time I wish.” 

Jerry pointed to the door. “It isn’t 
locked, Mr. McCardle. Go ahead.” 


“Pll stay,” MecCardle grunted. “I 
might as well find out what’s on your 
mind, seeing I’m here. But before you 
begin, let me speak my little piece. I’m 
a legally appointed representative of 
various insurance companies. If any 
policy holders have been robbed or 
cheated, it’s my job to locate the jewelry 
that is missing. I’m interested in noth- 
ing else.” 

“Naturally,” Jerry placated him. 
“Perhaps I can help you locate the stuff. 
First of all, I betieve Willoughby com- 
mitted suicide. Don’t ask me why he did. 
I don’t know. More important than that, 
however, I also believe that the real in- 
stigators of this grand larceny scheme 
are the appraisers. The men who han- 
dled those gems.” 

“He’s goofy,” McCardle derided. 

“No—let him talk,” Hargrave put in. 
“There may be something in what he 
says. Why do you think they are guilty, 
Wade?” ; 

“Three people handled those gems,” 
Jerry explained. “Willoughby designed 
and made them. He was paid for the 
job and, therefore, he could have no mo- 
tive in substituting fakes for the real 
thing. After all, he had spent a lifetime 
building up a big business. Those who 
paid for the gems kept them in bank 
vaults most of the time. There was little 
chance that either of these parties are 
responsible for what happened.” 

Sam Cass smiled a little and shook his 
head. 

“You’re way off the track, Jerry. 
Take Karpova, for instance, His reputa- 
tion is equal to that of Willoughby.” 

“That I don’t know,” Jerry confessed. 
“But I’d rather take Roger Graham. 
He’s a rather stubborn man, isn’t he, 
McCardle?” 

The private detective just stared, but 
his face was growing paler as if he an- 
ticipated Jerry’s next move. 

“Own up, McCardle,” Jerry said 
flatly. -“I was in Graham’s back room 
when you entered. I heard you browbeat 
him, plead with him and even try to 
bribe him. He insisted that he knew 
nothing of the gems beyond the fact that 
they were genuine when he examined 
them.” 

“Snooping little rat!” McCardle said 
between his teeth. 

“Sure.” Jerry grinned. “Reporters 
and cops are snoopers, but when it 
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comes to fancy snooping, a private dick 
has it all over us. Why did you kill him, 
McCardle?” 

“Kill who?” McCardle 
“Graham? Are you nuts?’ 

“T am not, and Graham happens to be 
dead—knifed—and if you were not in 
the store when it happened, McCardle, 
you certainly were no more than two 
Beis from the front door. How about 
ï 7 


exploded. 


cCARDLE was no longer bluster- 
ing. He half arose from his chair. 

“Now see here, I don’t know a thing 
about it! Why should I kill Graham? 
But come to think of it, there was a big 
car parked half a block along the street 
from where I had mine. I drove away— 
fast. I had reports to make.” 

Sergeant Orr leaned forward. “There 
is no bail on a charge of suspected mur- 
der, McCardle. This time all the lawyers 
in town won’t do you any good.” 

“But I didn’t—” McCardle began. 

“Hold it,” Jerry broke in. “I didn’t 
see McCardle swing a knife. His story 
stands, unless we prove him a liar. 
There’s nothing to hold him on, Sarge.” 

“Thanks,” MoCardic grunted. “You 
play square, anyhow.” 

“Suppose we get on with our lesson,” 
Jerry said. “The murderer will come 
out when we back him against a wall. 
To do that, we must first run down the 
clues we have. For my money, there are 
too doggone many. Yet many point to 
those appraisers. I’m going to see Kar- 
pova tonight. Do you gentlemen know 
anything against him?” 

“He has done considerable work for 
Willoughby,” Hargrave said. “We've al- 
ways found the man reliable.” 

“He was too good a friend of Wil- 
loughby’s to harm him,” Cass said. 

“The insurance companies trust him 
implicitly,” McCardle said. “So do I.” 

Jerry put one hand in his pocket and 
curled fingers around that chamois bag 
of stones taken from jewelry which Wil- 
loughby had sold. 

“I suppose you have the same opinion 
of Graham?” he asked casually. 

All three men chorused assent. Jerry 
flung the four stones on Orr’s desk. 

“Then revise your opinions, gentle- 
men, because I found those in Graham’s 
safe. It was open, so I had no trouble 
searching it. Those stones were paid for 
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by Mrs. Brice and she never received 
them. Now do you see why I suspect 
those appr aisers ? They may be working 

hand in glove.” < 

Only McCardle offered a remark. ' 
“Well, PI be darned,” he said. 

“That’s all,” Jerry ‘told them. “I found 
what I wanted to know. If Graham 
could fool all three of you, Karpova and 
any others could do the same thing. 
Sorry if you were inconvenienced. Good- 
night.” 

They filed out with evident reluctance. 
Sam Cass, especially, seemed on the 
verge of asking permission to stay and 
ask questions. Jerry didn’t look at him. 

When the door closed, Jerry sank into 
a chair. 

“Sarge,” he said, “I’m worried sick. 
No word from Chris. She’s been taken 
by this bunch of thieves and killers! I 
know it!” 

“PI do all I can to help find her,” Orr 


said. 

“T know that. Sarge—you don’t think 
I actually believe the appraisers did the 
job? That was a grandstand play, the 
setting for a little game. If I win it, PI 
find Chris. If I lose—well, I’m no worse 
off than I was before.” 

“What’s the angle, Kid?” Orr asked 
curiously. 

“There isn’t any—yet. I’m just build- 
ing up to one. I’m convinced, though, 
that the man who killed Graham placed 
those rocks in his safe because the mur- 
derer wants us to believe the appraisers 
are responsible. If one of the men pres- 
ent here tonight is mixed up in the 
scheme, he’ll see to it that Karpova is in- 
volved just as Graham was. Why? Be- 
cause that killer thinks I’m sure of the 
guilt of the appraisers.’ 

“Yeah,” Orr groaned. “Just like that, 
huh? Want another headache, Kid? 
Look—two more of those anonymous 
notes. The people who got them can’t 
examine their stuff until the banks open 
tomorrow, but you can bet on it the stuff 
will be found to be phony.” 


ERRY read the identical notes, then 
reached into Orr’s desk drawer. Ap- 
parently, he placed both the notes there, 
but one of them was neatly palmed. Orr 
couldn’t lend out evidence of this kind, 
but Jerry could borrow it. 
“You can do me a big favor right now, 
Sarge,” he said. “I’m not running my 
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car because it won’t operate on air, so if 
you'll arrange a ride for me in a 
hurry—” 

Orr did and Jerry was promptly de- 
posited in front of the swanky apart- 
ment house where Ivan Karpova lived. 
He had to announce his arrival before 
he could be taken up. When he spoke to 
the appraiser over the house phone, Kar- 
pova. granted his request the instant 
Jerry mentioned Willoughby. 

“Did anyone else want to see Karpova 
tonight?” Jerry asked the switchboard 
operator. 

“No, sir. Pretty late for most people, 
though Mr. Karpova does have ‘em com- 
ing at all hours.” 

Jerry laid a five-dollar bill on the tiny 
counter. 

“If anybody else wants to see him, 
don’t mention that I’m up there. Call 
Karpova in ten minutes, and I think 
he’ll tell you the same thing.” 

Karpova had the door open upstairs 
before Jerry was down the wide corri- 
dor. The Russian was a slightly-built 
man, about Jerry’s size. He had a shock 
of jet-black hair, wore a wing collar and 
a red blouse, heavily decorated. It looked 
like the top of a pair of pajamas to 
Jerry, but he knew Russians went for 
those blouse things. 

“Please come in,” Karpova said. “I 
have been most anxious to talk with 
someone who knows about poor Wil- 
loughby. It was murder, the radio says.” 

Jerry began to talk at once, in his 
most persuasive manner. Every moment 
meant more danger for Chris. He gave 
Karpova a swift resumé of the case. 

“So Graham is dead,” Jerry con- 
cluded, “some stolen gems were planted 
in his safe and I have reason to believe 
that the same trick may be worked on 
you. 

Karpova made one wild dive that took 
him in the direction of a telephone. 
Jerry got there first and clamped his 
hand down on the instrument. 

“No police—not yet,” he said. “There 
is a-better way. PI take your place. 
Lend me a shirt like that—a wing collar 
and one of those—ah—red blouses. Lend 
me a pair of glasses, too. Then we'll turn 
the lights low, and anybody who comes 
—unless it is someone you know well— 
won’t know the difference.” 

“Agreed!” Karpova shouted and 
started peeling off his blouse. “You are 


willing to risk being killed in my place. 
Why should I object? But suppose no 
one comes?” 

“Then,” Jerry said softly, “I’ll prob- 
ably curse myself for the rest of my 
life. It’s logical that my idea will work. 
It has to work. Switch off most of the 
lights, will you?” 


CHAPTER VII 
APPOINTMENT WITH MURDER 
EFORE Jerry was dressed in 


the Russian’s clothing, the 
phone rang. 


oe Karpova exclaimed excited- 

4 ly. “Someone in the lobby!” 

“Answer it,” Jerry in- 
structed. “Tell the operator 
to send your visitor up. Then you beat 
it to the farthest room in this suite. 
Stay out of the way if fireworks start.” 

Karpova made his request, and ran 
noisily for a rear room. Jerry buttoned 
the blouse high around his neck and ad- 
justed the glasses so he could see over 
them. There was only one light on—a 
desk lamp with its shade pulled low. 

Jerry opened the door when the buz- 
zer sounded. A smiling, well-dressed 
man stood there. 

“I’m sorry to disturb you this late, 
Mr. Karpova,” he said, “but it is 
urgent.” 

“Do I know you?” Jerry asked gruffly. 

“No, we’ve never met, but your repu- 
tation is such that I’m sure no other 
person could help me out. Of course, PI 
pay anything you wish.” 

“Come inside.” 

Jerry stepped away from the door, 
and took good care never to present his 
back to this suave man. He was a total 
stranger to Jerry. 

The visitor sat down at the desk. 
Jerry went to the opposite side. 

“Now, how can I help you?” he asked. 

The visitor laid a gleaming emerald 
on the desk. 

“Td like to have you appraise that.” 

“Ah—so.” Jerry drew the stone to- 
ward him. “Do you have any doubts 
that this is not a genuine stone?” 

The visitor arose and walked around 
the desk. It was coming now, Jerry re- 
alized. This maneuver was meant to put 
the killer in a position where he could 
strike fast. 


“It is the house phone!” ~ 
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The man started to bend down over 
Jerry’s shoulder. One hand touched the 
gem. 

“Well, you see,” he began, “there does 
appear to be a flaw. On that side. Look 
closer.” 

Jerry’s right hand was hidden be- 
neath the desk. His fingers curled into 
a fist. Suddenly he jumped up and the 
fist traveled like a bolt of lightning. The 
visitor had a knife in one hand, but 
Jerry’s attack was so swift and unex- 
pected he had no time to use it. Jerry 
plastered him squarely on the chin. 

The man, rocked back by the blow, 
shouted a curse and raised the knife. 
Jerry buried both fists in the killer’s 
midriff, made him curl up, then shoved 
him back. He sprang toward the knife 
hand, gave it a terrific twist, and the 
blade clattered to the floor. 

Jerry had once been intent on win- 
ning a bantam-weight boxing champion- 
ship. That was before a camera became 
his greatest interest. He had been 
trained in the ring and knew all the 
tricks. He made use of that knowledge 


now. 

Before the killer could straighten up, 
Jerry let him have a haymaker flush to 
the jaw. That settled it. The killer went 
down in a heap. Jerry kicked the knife 
into a corner, bent over the man and 
rapidly searched him. There wasn’t even 
a handkerchief in his pockets. Not a 
mark of identification on his clothes. All 
had been neatly removed. 


ARPOVA stole into the room, hold- 

ing a gigantic brass vase with both 
hands. Jerry hastily turned on some 
lights. Karpova dropped the vase, took 
a look at the man on the floor, then 
spotted that emerald. With a cry he 
rushed to the desk, almost stumbling 
over the killer’s recumbent form. He 
picked up the emerald. 

“This belongs to Mrs. Green!” he 
squealed excitedly. “There is no mis- 
take. It was one of the gems I ap- 
praised for her. Came from John Wil- 
loughby’s place.” 

Jerry took him by one arm and led 
him into another room. 

“Those birds don’t seem to mind the 
expense involved in pinning the blame 
on you and the other appraisers,” he 
said. “Karpova, you’v¢ got to help me 
now.” 
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“Of course. Anything you say. You 
saved my life.” 

“That crook in there is no mug. He’s 
smooth and won’t be fooled easily. Go 
to the telephone, contact Sergeant Orr 
at Police Headquarters, and have him 
stand by until this man wakes up. When 
he does, and can see you, get excited. 
Say you want a policeman right away 
and that you have a gun to defend your- 
self with if the man recovers conscious- 
ness.” 

“Yes—yes,” Karpova gulped. “Then 
what happens? I have no gun.” 

“You won’t need one. This bird will 
snap out of it and run out of here faster 
than Rommel traveled over the desert. 
I want him to get away. After he is 
gone, explain to Sergeant Orr just what 
I told you. He’s stirring. Better get 
set. Good luck and hang onto that 
emerald,” 

Jerry hurried down to the lobby, 
found it virtually deserted, and took up 
a position behind one huge marble pil- 
lar. He didn’t have long to wait. The 
killer came out of the elevator as if he’d 
been shot from it. He skidded along the 
smooth floor. 

Outside, he kept running. Jerry was 
after him, but maintained a respectable 
distance. If this killer even guessed he 
was being followed, Jerry’s whole plan 
would fall through. 

Camera banging against his side, 
Jerry followed the trail to the nearest 
subway station. He had removed Kar- 
pova’s blouse and glasses, and again 
wore his own blue suit, but he also still 
wore the winged collar shirt and it 
seemed somewhat out of place. Jerry 
wrapped his coat collar around it. 

He piled into a downtown bus with 
the killer and took a seat well behind 
him. The man switched to a crosstown 
bus, got off at a quiet intersection and 
walked rapidly down the street. Jerry 
saw him turn quickly and look back. 

The killer had been fast in perform- 
ing that trick, but he made one little 
mistake by slowing up, and Jerry had 
darted out of sight. The killer walked 
another block and finally turned into a 
doorway between two lighted windows. 
When Jerry reached the place, he saw 
that it was a small hand laundry. 

A bulbous-nosed man with touseled 
black hair lounged behind the counter 
reading a racing paper. The killer was 
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nowhere in sight. Jerry hurried to the 
next corner and rummaged through a 
rubbish basket until he had a sizable 
roll of papers. He thrust these under 
one arm, like a bundle of laundry and 
returned to the place. 

It was early morning now and the 
street deserted. Jerry realized that once 
he invaded this stronghold, he couldn’t 
expect help to arrive fast. But Chris 
might be there—or men who knew 
where she was being held. Jerry could 
not delay any longer. Chris, he knew, 
had the wits and smoothness of tongue 
to stall any aggressive action for a cer- 
tain length of time, but she had been 
missing several hours now. Jerry’s con- 
cern for her had grown alarmingly. 


HE WALKED boldly into the laun- 
dry. The bulbous-nosed man 
glanced at him, reached for a check with 
one hand and the bundle of supposed 
laundry with the other. That left him 
wide open for a sucker sock, and Jerry 
was in no mood to give him an even 
break. 

The man draped across the counter, 
out completely. Jerry dragged him to 
‘the floor, tore some laundry into strips 
and tied him up. Then he carefully ap- 
proached the back room. It was clut- 
tered with ironing boards, mangles and 
dye vats. No one was there. 

There was a rear door, securely bolted 
from inside. Otherwise, no way for the 
killer to have merely used the laundry 
as an escape from possible shadows. 

Jerry knew there hadn’t been time 
enough for the bulbous-nosed man to 
have locked the door after the killer and 
then returned to the front of the store 
by the time Jerr himself had returned. 
That meant the killer had used some se- 
cret passage. Jerry searched for it. 
Finally, he went back to the man he had 
knocked out. It was likely that fellow 
would not wake up for a long time. Sat- 
isfied, Jerry returned to the back room. 

Some shirts had been left on one iron- 
ing board and Jerry’s attention was at- 
tracted to a crimson spot directly on 
the shirt pocket. It looked like blood. 
He examined it closer. A small arrow 
had been painted on the flat surface 
with lipstick. That was the “blood- 
stain.” The arrow pointed straight to- 
ward a blank wall. 

Jerry felt a little better. That was 
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Chris’ work, without a doubt. She was 
here, or she had been here recently, 

Jerry approached the blank wall. It 
consisted of narrow boards. A clothes 
hook was screwed into it just above his 
head. He reached up and tried to twist 
the hook. It wouldn’t move. He pulled 
down on it and shook his head. That 
wouldn’t do it, because any clothes hung 
there would open the secret door if this 
hook were some kind of lever. Instead, 
Jerry pushed up on it, and leaned heav- 
ily against the wall. 

A narrow section gave way under this 
pressure. The hook merely served as a 
latch. There was a small landing and 
steps which led upward. As Jerry closed 
the door softly, he could hear muffled 
voices from somewhere above, 

Climbing the staircase cautiously, 
Jerry found himself in a big, musty 
dark room where another stairway led 
to other rooms on a floor above. Light, 
dim light, came from an open doorway 
of one of them. He moved up the sec- 
ond stairway toward the light, back 
against the wall, nerves and muscles 
tensed to leap into action. 

“T’ve told you everything I know,” 
a clear, feminine voice was saying. 

“We don’t think so,” a man’s voice 
answered. “Anyway, since you are the 
Candid Camera Kid’s girl friend, we'll 
just keep you here for a while. If he 
starts sizing things up right, we can 
hold him back through you. Behave 
yourself and there won’t be any trouble. 
You'll be well fed. We’ll provide news- 
papers and magazines.” 

“Thanks,” Chris answered. 
generosity overwhelms me.” 

“Word of honor you won’t make a 
break for it?” the same man’s voice 
queried. 

“Not on your life,” Chris retorted 
heatedly. “PI get out of this rat-trap 
the first chance I get.” 

“Then you'll be tied up,” the man de- 
clared. “Just a few more questions first. 
When you and Wade found Willoughby’s 
body, what did Wade do?” 

“He broke out a flag, waved it, and 
cheered,” Chris snapped. 

There were more questions and more 
angry replies which wholly evaded the 
issue. Jerry, meanwhile, moved slowly 
toward the open door. He quietly opened 
the leather case swinging at his side and 
took out a flash-gun reflector. Holding 
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this away from him, he moved it until 
it mirrored the people in that room so 
that he could study them all without 
exposing himself. i 

He saw that it was an attic room, 
dimly candlelighted, where the only 
light, in the daytime, came from the 
trap-door in the ceiling, an opening 
which apparently led to the low roof. A 
short ladder reached to the trap-door 
which now was open, and through it 
Jerry could see tall buildings silhouetted 
against the skyline. 

There were three men present. One 
was the fellow Jerry had followed here. 
A second could have been the twin 
brother of the bulbous-nosed man down- 
stairs, even to the touseled black hair— 
except that this one wore a green suit 
instead of the work clothes that clad 
the man downstairs. The third was 
about thirty, well-dressed, and smooth 
as silk. Chris, in the red dress Jerry 
remembered she had been wearing, sat 
in a chair facing the door. All three men 
were watching her closely, their faces 
grim, their jaws set. 

Jerry thought for a moment. No guns 
were exposed. These men felt too cer- 
tain of themselves with only a girl for 
prisoner. Chris had not been harmed, 
and so far they had not carried out their 
threat to tie her up. 


CHAPTER VIII 
ESCAPE 


HE Candid Camera Kid 
moved away from the door. 
He crept back down the two 
staircases and went into the 
laundry. The man he had 

“ socked was still out. 

Jerry went to work. He 
carefully arranged a stack of 
loaded laundry baskets, just outside the 


hidden door and near the foot of the. 


stairs, a stack towering as high as he 
could reach by standing on a chair. This 
done, he crept back up to the attic and 
left the hidden door open, propped so 
that he could get through it in a hurry. 

He adjusted his shutter speed and 
lens opening for weak lighting effects, 
tiptoed toward the room where Chris 
was, and used the reflector again. The 
men had not switched positions. Jerry 
knew that by invading the place and 
battling all three he would have little 


chance of getting away. Chris might be 
hurt, too. It was better to trick them, if 
he could, though he had his gun handy 
and ready for use in a sudden emer- 


gency. 

Only the bulbous-nosed man’s twin 
was in any position to spot Jerry, and 
he seemed utterly bored by the whole 
business. His chair was tipped back 
against the wall and he calmly picked 
his teeth with a match stick. 

Jerry stepped into the doorway. Chris 
saw him, but gave no evidence of the ex- 
citement that surged through her. Jerry 
motioned with his hand that she was to 
bolt through the door, then he aimed his 
camera. 
“Hey!” he yelled at the top of his 
voice, and his camera clicked. 

The man on the tilted-back chair lost 
his boredom then. He moved faster than 
Jerry Wade had imagined any man 
could move. He made one leap for Chris, 
as the two other men whirled and got 
between him and Chris, and Jerry. And 
before Jerry could blink the man in the 
green suit had slapped Chris resound- 
ingly, grabbed up her limp form—the 
blow must have stunned her temporarily 
—and had raced with her up the ladder 


to the trap-door. 


Jerry had his hands full. Both the 
other men had pounced for him. Luckily 
for the Candid Camera Kid, however— 
and for Chris—neither of his opponents 
was a seasoned fist fighter. A left to one, 
a right to the other put them both down 
in one-two order, but Jerry had no time 
to see that either was out. That other 
man just climbing through the skylight 
was getting away with Chris! 

Jerry’s gun was out instantly, he 
sprung up the ladder, and took careful 
aim as he fired. He had to get that 
tousel-haired man where the bullet 
would miss Chris. The man certainly 
moved fast, too, for the instant he was 
through the skylight his gun was out 
and he was firing back at Jerry. Their 
two shots were almost simultaneous— 
but Jerry’s was the lucky one. 

With a yell, the man in the green suit 
reeled and tumbled, dropping Chris who 
apparently had quickly come out of her 
daze. For instantly she was up, scram- 
bling down the ladder. The two men 
Jerry had downed were reeling to their 
feet, but Chris darted between them and 
was past Jerry before either of them 
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could stop her. Jerry grabbed up his 
camera and he was on Christine’s heels. 
“Get them!” one of the men yelped. 
Pursuit started quickly, once they re- 
covered their wits. Chris reached the 
first floor and went through the hidden 
door. So did Jerry, but he skidded to a 
halt and gave that big stack of laundry 
baskets he had placed outside the secret 
door a shove. They were poised to top- 
ple over and they did. The men running 
down the stairs were met by an ava- 
lanche of dirty laundry and baskets. 


ERRY seized Chris by the hand and 

sprinted from the place. They found 
a taxi at the corner and jumped in. 
Jerry looked through the rear window 
in time to see two of Chris’ captors 
surge out of the laundry, look in all di- 
rections, then rush back inside. They 
wouldn’t stay there long. 

“Whew!” he breathed. “We beat Man- 
O’-War covering that block. Are you all 
right, Chris? Why are you staring at 
me that way?” 

“I don’t like your collar, Jerry Wade,” 


ask them. I was never struck. In fact, 
that fellow who bossed the whole busi- 
ness was a rather nice-looking chap, 
didn’t you think?” 

“Oh, sure,” Jerry said dryly. “Very 
handsome for a killer. Listen, Chris, 
that jeweler McCardle visited was mur- 
dered. An attempt was made to kill an- 
other man who appraised some of those 
gems which Willoughby worked up into 
jewelry. Two or three more anonymous 
notes have appeared. And one of the big- 
shots in the mob is-a handsome, gentle- 
manly sort, is he? You’re goofy. That 
ae would have slit your throat for a 

ime.” 

Chris shuddered. “I—didn’t know, 
Jerry. Who killed the jeweler? Mc- 
Cardle?” 

“The killer is one of the men who 
helped snatch you. That’s all I can tell 
you—now. Were going to my place. I 
want to develop the picture I took of 
that pretty family group. Perhaps we 
can run down one of those three mon- 
keys, if the one I plugged is still alive. 
Didn’t have time to find out.” 


Next Issue: KNIFE IN MY BACK, by Sam Merwin, Jr. 


Chris said, 
ever get it?” 

After Jerry stopped chuckling, Chris 
explained how she had been taken. 

“I followed McCardle to that jewelry 
store, saw him go in, and I slipped up to- 
ward the door. They were talking and 
not too friendly, either. I was going to 
have a look at McCardle’s automobile 
when someone put a hand over my 
mouth and another man picked me up 
by the ankles. The pair of them carried 
me to another car so fast I couldn’t even 
start kicking.” 

“Was McCardle one of them?” Jerry 
asked. “He left the store, but about half 
a minute later either he returned or 
someone else entered.” 

“Tt could have been McCardle,” Chris 
said. “My back was turned. Anyway, 
one of the two men disappeared. The 
other threatened to sock me if I 
squawked and I was driven to the laun- 
dry.” 

“The rats!” Jerry growled. 

“They treated me very well,” Chris 
said. “When I refused to answer their 
questions, they just quietly continued to 


“Where on earth did you 


At his home, Chris talked to Jerry 
from outside the dark room as he 
worked on the film. 

“They were especially insistent that I 
tell what we did at Willoughby’s before 
calling the police,” she said. “I didn’t 
answer that one.” 

“They know I take pictures of every- 
thing,” Jerry called back. “A short time 
ago | talked to Sergeant Orr in front of 
McCardle, Sam Cass and Hargrave. I 
had a picture of the blood-stained desk 
with me, but I didn’t show it. Just laid 
the thing on a chair. One of those three 
men probably guessed what it was.” 

Jerry came out of the dark room with 
a dripping print. It was a good shot 
under the poor lighting conditions there 
had been. He slapped it onto an electric 
dryer and sipped coffee which Chris had 
made. In ten minutes the picture was 
dry. They walked across the street to 
Police Headquarters, first making cer- 
tain none of those killers were around. 


ERGEANT ORR, sleepy-eyed by this 
time, had the picture of the blood- 
stained desk propped up before him. 
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He jumped up, smiling, when he saw 
Chris. 

“So you found her okay. That’s swell! 
Chris, they didn’t hurt you?” 

“Those guys?” Jerry said derisively. 
“Heck, no, they were too, too polite. 
Chris enjoyed her little visit. Well, 
Sarge, are you convinced now that there 
were bloodstains on Willoughby’s desk?” 

“Yes—they’re clear enough in the pic- 
ture.’ Either Sam Cass or Hargrave 
wiped them off. Both were in that room 
long enough to dry-clean it.” 

“And don’t forget McCardle,” Jerry 
grunted. “He used the private entrance 
and could have spent a few seconds in 
the room before Sam Cass and Har- 
grave arrived. One of those men, Sarge, 
is our killer and thief. Take a look at 
this shot, will you? It shows the men 
who snatched Chris.” 

Orr studied the picture. He looked up 
with a grin. 

“You look nice, Chris.” 

“Come on,” Jerry urged. “Who are 
the monkeys?” 

“The smooth-looking one—Lockwood 
—is one of the slickest jewel thieves and 
salesmen of hot stuff we’ve ever known. 
I thought he was out on the Coast. We’ll 
pick him up, Jerry. Want to file a com- 
plaint, Chris?” 

“She won’t have to,” Jerry said. 
“When this is over, you'll have him on 
more than kidnaping.” 

Orr yawned. “Jerry,” he said, “I won- 
der if you’re not running along the 
wrong trail. It seems to me that Wil- 
loughby is responsible for all this. The 
other guys are just trying to salvage 
what they can or else locate Willough- 
by’s loot.” 

Jerry took Chris by the arm and they 

. walked to the door. 

“That kind of thinking, Sarge,” he de- 
clared flatly, “is what keeps you from 
being an inspector. Were dealing with 
mighty smart crooks. They are creating 
as many blind alleys as possible—in- 
cluding trying to pin the blame on the 
appraisers who handle the stuff.” 

Isn’t it time we both got a little 
sleep?” Chris asked in a tired voice. 

“Well sleep better when the killers 
are behind bars,” Jerry grunted. “Right 
now, we'll go back to Willoughby’s 
house. I’ve got a feeling we might find 
something there. Anyhow, I want a look 
at his papers.” 


CHAPTER IX 
SOUVENIR OF MURDER 


TAXI deposited Jerry and 
Chris two blocks from Wil- 
loughby’s house. They went 
to the back of the place and 
approached the rear door, 
which McCardle had used. 

“Before I left,” Jerry 
whispered, “I fixed this door 
so it wouldn’t lock. Take it easy now— 
no telling what we may run into.” 

He opened the door and they crept 
silently up the stairs. The house was as 
quiet as a tomb. Jerry turned on the 
lights in the room where Willoughby 
had been found dead. 

“Open the door to the hallway a 
crack,” he whispered. “Stand there and 
keep listening. Warn me if you even 
imagine you hear anything.” 

Chris obeyed while Jerry sat down be- 
hind Willoughby’s desk and began a 
methodical search. Most of the contents 
of the desk drawers consisted of jewelry 
designs, a few of the drawings block- 
lettered. 

Jerry drew one of those anonymous 
warning cards from his pocket and laid 
it down beside some of Willoughby’s 
block lettering. The card was block-let- 
tered, too, and the work was identical. 
Even the ink was the same. 

“Look, Chris. Willoughby wrote 


-those anonymous notes! He warned his 


own customers that the stuff he’d sold 
them was phony. This is a new wrinkle.” 

“But he’s dead!” Chris argued. “So 
how could he write and distribute the 
cards?” 

“He wrote them some time ago,” 
Jerry said. “Must have known that ex- 
posure was coming. It involves him, but 
he did his best to atone. This makes my 
theory of suicide even stronger. But 
why should anyone remove the gun and 
change the position of Willoughby’s 
body to make it look like murder? And 
who is distributing these cards?” 

Chris just looked blank and went back 
to listen at the door. Jerry kept check- 
ing, searching for secret compartments. 

Chris hissed a warning. She motioned 
that someone was downstairs. Jerry 
arose quickly and went to her side. He 
heard whoever it was close the front 
door quietly and walk into the living 
room. 
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Jerry and Chris tiptoed along the sec- 
ond floor hallway, and were getting 
ready to descend the staircase when 
there was a distinct click from the front 
door again. More visitors! 

Jerry and Chris crouched below the 
railing. They saw the front door open 
and two men who held guns entered. 

“Two of the men who kept me pris- 
oner,” Chris murmured. 

Jerry nodded, busy screwing a flash- 
bulb into his camera reflector. The two 
men moved toward the living room, ap- 
parently ready to open fire, perhaps 
murder the first person who tried to in- 
terfere with them. 

Jerry saw a light switch at the head 
of the stairs, one that undoubtedly con- 
trolled the light in the reception hall. 
The man in the living room must have 
slipped up the steps and turned this, to 
work by its glow that carried into the 
room, for he certainly had turned on no 
other lights. 

The smooth-looking gunman had his 
nickel-plated pistol half-raised for quick 
shooting as he drew nearer the living 
room entrance. A cold smile touched his 
lips. When he tensed to spring into the 
room, Christine snapped the light 
switch and the house was plunged into 
inky darkness. 


HERE was a shout of alarm from the 

living room, curses from the gun- 
men, and then a scuffle. Apparently, the 
first intruder was fighting fiercely, and 
the gunman feared to shoot because of 
the racket their guns would make. 

The fight swarmed out into the hall- 
way. Jerry, halfway down the stairs 
now, had his camera raised. He waited 
until the struggling figures, seen faintly, 
were in the center of the hallway. Then 
he snapped the shutter. 

Intense white light broke the dark- 
ness and the unexpectedness of this 
startled the three men so that they 
stopped fighting, without doubt, trying 
to readjust their eyes to the darkness. 
That flash had been blinding. 

Something hit the stairs behind Jerry 
with a crash. The front door opened 
and one man went rushing out. The 
other two were silhouetted in the door- 
way for an instant, then both sped after 
the fleeing man. 

“Did you see who they were?” Jerry 
asked. $ 


“Me?” Chris replied. “I was blind as 
a bat when that doggone flash went off. 
I didn’t see a thing.” 

“I guess I was ready for it,” Jerry 
said. “The man who came in here first 
was Sam Cass. Turn on the lights. I 
think Cass threw something in my di- 
rection. He must have guessed, of 
course, that I was using a flash-gun.” 

After the lights went on, Jerry ran to 
the front door and closed it. He was 
sliding home a bolt as Chris came to- 
ward him carrying a paper-wrapped 
box. It was flat and of medium size. 

Without pausing to open it, Jerry 
hurried into the living room and turned 
on more lights. A wall safe, concealed 
behind a sliding panel, yawned wide. 

“I'm beginning to understand,” Jerry 
said. “Sam Cass came here for some- 
thing he was afraid to get before. Those 
two killers were probably after the same 
thing and trailed him here. He realized 
he might be killed or captured and 
threw this paper-wrapped box toward 
me. The crooks are still chasing him in 
the belief that he has it. I doubt they 
heard it crash against the steps, in the 
excitement.” 

“Open it,” Chris said tensely. “Don’t 
keep me in suspense like this. Maybe it’s 
the jewelry—the real stuff.” 

“Feels more like a chunk of lead.” 

Jerry stripped off the paper and ex- 
posed a plain black cardboard container. 
Opening this, both of them stared at a 
.38 automatic pistol. 

“What in the world?” 
claimed. 

Jerry removed the gun from the box 
and ejected a cartridge clip. He pulled 
back the magazine and another slug shot 
out. Jerry held the gun toward the light 
and peered through the barrel. 

“Jerry,” Chris clutched his arm, 
“that’s the gun Willoughby used to kill 
himself! It was hidden in his safe by 
the man who wanted to make that look 
like murder.” 

“There’s only one thing against that 
theory, darling. This particular gun 
hasn’t been fired for months. The mech- 
anism is rusted, but one shot was dis- 
charged from it. Fired, maybe a year or 
two ago.” 

“What does it mean?” Chris asked. 

“I have an idea,” Jerry said. ‘“Ser- 
geant Orr has a bullet that was taken 
from the body of a murdered man. It’s 


Chris ex- 
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the same caliber and if it matches, TIl 
know a lot more about this case.” 

“We'd better get out of here,” Chris 
re bag “What if those two men come 

ac 1” 

“That’s right,” Jerry agreed. “If they 
catch Sam Cass and see that he no 
longer has the package, they’ll be back 
after it. Let’s go.” 

Both started toward the door and, 
fortunately, Jerry was close to the 
light switch when a front window was 
shattered by a kick. He dived toward 
the switch, snapped off the light, and 
dropped floorward. 

Chris, who had preceded him and was 
in the hall, thought fast, too. She man- 
aged to extinguish the hall lights and 
now the house was in pitch darkness. 

“Wade!” a voice called out. “Hey— 
Wade! You can’t get away! The back 
door is guarded and I’m covering the 
front. Throw that package through the 
window I smashed. Otherwise, I’ll come 
and get it—and I’ll come shooting!” 

Jerry put his lips close to Christine’s 


ar. 
“Sneak to the kitchen and try to stop 
the other rat from getting in. We'll be 
cornered if he makes it. If he does get in 
and you can’t stop him, hide somewhere, 
slip out when you can and get help. 
Watch out for the guy. He’s armed and 
he’ll shoot.” 
“But they’ll kill you, Jerry!” Chris 
whispered anxiously. “Pd rather 


stay— 

“And have both of us killed? Beat it 
as soon as you have a chance. Get help 
and I’ll try to stall these birds off.” 

There was a flash of flame from the 
broken front window. Jerry pulled 
Chris flat as a bullet smashed into the 
wall above their heads. The killer had 
heard them whispering and had fired 
blindly at the sound of their voices. 
Jerry gave Chris a nudge. She crawled 
across the hall and disappeared into the 
darkness of the dining room. 

“The next one,” came a grim warn- 
ing, “will put you underground, Wade. 
Don’t be a fool. You’ve got nothing to 
gain by helping Sam Cass.” 

Jerry managed to wriggle behind a 
big chair. Propped against the wall, he 
unlimbered his leather carrying case 
which contained the candid camera, two 
more spare flash-bulbs and various fil- 
ters and lenses. 


e 


A 


There was also a device which could 
be attached to the camera; a shutter re- 
lease squeezed, and thirty seconds would 
elapse before the camera clicked. It was 
used mainly by a photographer who 
wanted to take a picture of himself and 
the device gave him time to set the cam- 
era and pose before it. 

Jerry got this in place, purely by 
sense of feel. But he knew cameras and 
everything that went with them, as a 
machine-gunner knows his weapon. 
Jerry knew he couldn’t stall much 
longer, now that the gunman already 
had opened fire. j 

“Wade,” the crook called again. “Do 
as I direct or I’ll kill the girl, too! So 
help me, after I’ve blasted you, she’ll get 
it! That’s a promise.” 

Jerry made no sound, busy crawling 
from behind his big chair to a point 
halfway down the long living room. He 
reached out and seized the leg of a 
straight-backed chair and pulled it into 
position. 

The gunman heard the scraping 
sound and fired. A piece of the chair leg 
hit Jerry’s cheek and drew blood. He 
wiped it away and continued moving the 
chair to the spot where he wanted it. 

He worried about Chris. She wouldn’t 
leave unless there was nothing else she 
could do and Jerry realized the strategy 
these two killers were using. While one 
kept Jerry’s attention, the other was 
stealing into the house through the 
rear. 

Jerry was trapped and he only hoped 
Chris would hide until she could quietly 
slip away. 


ERRY set the camera on the chair 

seat, aiming it at the broken front 
window. Everything was set. He 
crawled slightly to the left, but stayed 
within reach of the chair. 

Then he spoke. 

“You can’t get away with this! You 
can’t see me either, but I’ve got some- 
thing here that can see you. If I’m 
killed, there’ll be a beautiful picture for 
the jury, showing you firing at me. One 
more shot and PI—” 

“Take my picture,” the gunman broke 
in derisively. “Yeah, I know. All you do 
is take pictures. Listen, dope, after I 
put a bullet through your head, I’ll send 
another through the camera. Then PII 
get the girl. This is your last chance! 
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Do as I say! Throw me the package 
Cass left here or—” 

Jerry reached over and touched the 
automatic shutter control. Then he 
quickly crawled away from the spot. As 
he did, he got the box out of his pocket 
and extracted the automatic which Sam 
Cass had taken from Willoughby’s safe. 
It was loaded and, old as it was, ready 
for action. 

The timing device tripped the shutter 
and the fiash-bulb. Jerry, prepared for 
this, had his eyes fastened on the front 
window. The brilliant light illuminated 
Chris’ “good-looking crook” who had his 
gun leveled. The killer fired straight at 
the camera. 

As he did, Jerry’s gun roared. A 
scream answered him, then the killer 
fell. Jerry heard him trying to crawl 
away. Jerry, gun ready, rushed toward 
the front door. He was prepared in case 
the second killer tried to intercept him, 
but there were no signs of the man. 


CHAPTER X 
LIMELIGHT OF TRUTH 


ASTILY Jerry got the front 
door open. The crook, lying 
on the porch, made one weak 
attempt to raise his gun, but 
Jerry kicked it out of his 
hand and rapidly searched 
g| the man. Then he left him 
there. The crook was too 

badly hurt to get away. 

Jerry turned on the hall lights. He 
went through the dining room, slowed 
up at the kitchen door and called Chris- 
tine’s name. He waited about half a sec- 
ond and then hurled himself at the 
swinging door. 

It was dawn. Light filtered through 
the. kitchen windows and he almost 
bowled over Chris. She was seated on 
top of the crook who had meant to take 
the place from the rear. In one hand 
was an efficient-looking rolling pin and 
the crook’s head was bloody. 

“Come in,” Chris invited. “I’m baking 
a cake. And whoever said a good old- 
fashioned rolling pin isn’t a woman’s 
best weapon?” 

“Chris!” Jerry gasped. 

“He was trying to open a window 
when I entered the kitchen,” Chris ex- 
plained, “He didn’t see me, but I saw 
this rolling pin so I just waited until he 


poked his head inside. Then I lambasted 
him. Pretty good job, don’t you think? 
How did you do?” 

Jerry suddenly pivoted and raced 
through the house. On his way into the 
living room he snapped on lights, then 
sank slowly into a chair. His camera was 
intact, but two inches above it, a nick 
had been gouged out of the chair. 

A muted siren announced the arrival 
of police. In a moment Sergeant Orr and 
several men stormed up on the porch, 
and on into the kitchen at a word from 
the Candid Camera Kid. Orr’s men took 
possession of Christine’s prisoner and 
an ambulance was sent for. 

Back on the front porch, Sergeant Orr 
arose from examining the crook Jerry 
had shot. 

“If you’d put that slug two inches 
farther to the right, you’d have blasted 
his heart,” Orr grunted. “And how come 
the Candid Camera Kid is lugging a 
roscoe?” 

_“Come inside,” Jerry said. “You ` 
didn’t get here a minute too soon. Did 
somebody report the shooting?” 

“I did,” Chris said proudly. “There 
was a telephone in the kitchen. After I 
conked my friend, I invited Sergeant 
Orr over for the party.” 

When the two prisoners had been 
taken away, Jerry, Chris and Sergeant 
Orr proceeded to his office in a police 
car. There Jerry went to work at once. 
He wadded thick pieces of old garments 
into a compact mass and fired a bullet 
from the automatic into it. By carefully 
unfolding the cloth he found the slug. 

A quick trip to the police laboratories 
upstairs and Jerry sat down behind a 
double microscope. He placed the bullet 
he had fired on one slide and beside it 
the slug which had been taken from the 
body of a jeweler named Bryant—the 
— of a killing that had never been 
solved. 


DJUSTING the screw, he studied 
these two slugs, then got up. 

“Take a look, Sarge. They came from 
the same gun, all right.” 

“Okay,” Orr said. “But what does it 
mean?” 

“Willoughby had the gun which killed 
Bryant months ago. He kept it in his 
safe. Willoughby also wrote those 
anonymous notes which tipped off peo- 
ple who had been gypped.” 
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“Why?” Orr said. 5 

“He committed suicide,” Jerry said. 
“T’ve got the proof of that now. Why? 
Because Willoughby murdered Bryant.” 

“What?” Orr shouted. “How’d you 
ever arrive at such a conclusion as 
that?” 

“Tm guessing,” Jerry admitted. “But 
it must be that. Someone knew Wil- 
loughby had committed that murder and 
blackmailed him. When Willoughby 
manufactured and. sold those extremely 
valuable jewelry pieces he always in- 
sisted on his customers taking them out 
for appraisal, which they did. But he 
always left some little thing undone—a 
clasp to be added to a necklace, a pin to 
a brooch. The customers always had to 
bring the gems back. When they did 
Willoughby substituted the fake for the 
real thing.” 

‘Orr whistled. “It makes sense, but I 
never figured Willoughby for a crook.” 

“He wasn’t. They had him against a 
wall. Don’t you see, Sarge? Sam Cass 
arrived at Mrs. Wonacott’s house and 
saw me getting ready to take pictures of 
the gems. He knew the camera would 
show the gems up as fakes. That’s why 
he left in such a hurry.” 

“Wait until I get my hands on him!” 
Orr grumbled, 

“Sam Cass telephoned Willoughby,” 
Jerry went on. “Willoughby realized the 
game was up. He wanted to do the right 
thing so he wrote those notes and had 
someone mail them. Probably Sam Cass. 
Then Willoughby shot himself. The man 
who forced him to substitute those gems 
also learned about my taking pictures of 
them and he went to Willoughby’s house 
to find out if there was any danger of 
the truth being discovered. 

“He found Willoughby dead—a sui- 
cide. He realized this would implicate 
him when we searched for a reason why 
Willoughby should have shot himself, so 
he rearranged for it to be made to look 
like murder. Then he hurried back to 
Mrs. Wonacott’s house. - Probably he 
peered through a window and saw me 
hand Mike Brody the film and knew 
what that meant. 

“When Mike left the house, the killer 
ran him down and one of those assist- 
ants we just captured jumped out of the 
car and took the roll of film from Mike’s 
pocket. That accomplished, the mur- 
derer decided to sacrifice some of the 


gems and he slipped into Mrs. Wona- 
cott’s house and exchanged the real 
gems for the fakes. He had no idea that 
those anonymous notes would be sent 
out and he figured the whole thing would 
blow over, with me put down as a rotten 
appraiser of gems.” 

“Let’s go back to my office,” Orr said. 
“TIl make those two mugs talk. Though 
maybe you know who the killer is.” 

“I don’t—yet,” Jerry answered. “And 
speaking of the appraisers, the killer did 
his best to throw the blame on them, 
even sacrificing more of the gems to 
establish their guilt.” 

“But, Jerry,” Chris asked, “why 
didn’t he get rid of those jewels instead 
of keeping them so long?” 

“How could he?” Jerry replied. “They 
were especially cut stones and worth 
only a fraction of their real value if they 
were cut. Ill give you odds the mur- 
derer hoped to keep them until after the 
war was over, Europe prosperous again 
—or South America. Then he’d sell the 
stuff there. 

“The duplicate gems were works of 
art. Nobody but Willoughby could have 
created them. Their owners were satis- 
fied, the jewels would have passed even 
a careful examination, and when they 
were finally found to be phony so much 
time would have passed that the whole 
issue would have been confused.” 


J bis stepped into Sergeant Orr’s 
office and Sam Cass smiled at them 
wanly. There was dried blood on his 
shirt, more on his temples. 

“I just barely made it,” he said. 
“Those two killers shot me—twice. I 
jumped out of the car. They thought I 
was dead, I suppose, and left me when 
they found I didn’t have what they 
wanted. I may pass out and before I do, 
I want you to know the truth.” 

“We already know most of it,” Jerry 
said. “Get a doctor, Sarge. He’s badly 
hurt.” 

“You got the gun?” Cass asked. 

“We just finished comparing a slug 
fired from it with a bullet found in the 
body of a man named Bryant.” 

“Yes, Willoughby killed Bryant. Bry- 
ant tried to make Willoughby agree to a 
colossal gyp. Willoughby was to palm 
off phonies and send his customers to 
Bryant for appraisal of the stuff. Bry- 
ant would pass it as genuine.” 
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Chris held a glass of water to his lips 
and Cass drank gratefully. 

“Willoughby threatened to turn Bry- 
ant over to the police. There was a fight. 
Bryant drew a gun and in the struggle 
Willoughby shot him. Then another man 
entered the picture. I don’t know who 
he is. Willoughby refused to tell me. 
This man told him he’d go to the chair 
if he didn’t obey orders. Willoughby be- 
lieved him, and agreed. That’s when the 
crooked business started.” 

“You mailed the anonymous notes?” 
Jerry asked. 


“Yes, Willoughby made me swear to . 


if anything happened to him. He also 
instructed me to turn the gun over to the 
police and tell the whole story. Ali he 
held back was the name of the biggest 
crook—the man who had blackmailed 


“Sarge,” Jerry said, “send for Mc- 
Cardle and Lloyd Hargrave. Get an am- 
bulance for Sam Cass. He’s too good a 
guy to suffer any more.” 

“Thanks.” Cass managed a weak 
grin. “I wanted to tell about all this be- 
fore, but I thought I could uncover the 
killer. Then it became too late. They had 
me under observation. Jerry, remember 
what I said at Mrs. Wonacott’s? That I 
knew a gentleman when I saw one? I 
was right.” 

At twenty minutes of nine, McCardle 
arrived and Hargrave came soon after. 
Both were too curious to be indignant 
about being summoned to Police Head- 
quarters again. Jerry laid the blown-up 
shot of the men who had kidnaped Chris 
on a table. 

“T want both of you to look at this pic- 
ture,” he said. “It shows three men. Do 
either of you know any of them?” 

Hargrave shook his head. “They are 
complete strangers to me.” 

McCardle whistled in amazement. 
“Do I know them? Say, those two well- 
dressed birds are among the best jewel 
thieves in the country. The good-looking 
one makes a specialty of getting rid of 
red-hot loot. Don’t tell me you got those 
babies?” 

“We've got ’em,” Jerry said. “Both 
have been softened up and they’ll talk 
soon. When the doctors finish patching 
them. Then we'll have the murderer 
who is behind this.” 

“I don’t see Sam Cass around,” Mce- 
Cardle said. “He was close to Wil- 


loughby and could have worked hand in 
glove with him.” 

“He'll never get away,” Sergeant Orr 
said. “Pll see to that. Okay—you two 
can go. Stick around your homes 
though. I might need you again.” 

“If we can help in any way,” Har- 
grave said, “I’m sure Mr. McCardle and 
I will be available.” 

As they left, McCardle hurried 
ahead and yelled for a taxi. Har- 
grave walked away. He headed uptown 
at a moderate pace, stopped to buy some 
cigars and finally turned casually into 
his bank. 

He took a key from his pocket, went 
downstairs to the safety deposit vaults 
and signed the register. A guard accom- 
panied him to one of the bigger boxes. 

aioe you,” Hargrave said. “That’s 
a #4 

The guard touched the peak of his cap 
and walked away. Hargrave opened the 
box and extracted two large, heavily 
wrapped and sealed containers and 
smiled a trifle. 

“Look pleasant, please,” a voice said. 

Hargrave jumped. A flash-gun went 
off and Jerry Wade had an excellent pic- 
ture of a murderer preparing to flee 
with his loot. 

Hargrave dropped both boxes and 
reached toward his hip pocket. Sergeant 
Orr and Jerry hit him simultaneously 
and he went down with a crash. One box 
burst open under the weight of Orr’s 
big body. Sparkling gems went slither- 
ing on the smooth floor in all directions. 


RR closed handcuffs around Har- 
grave’s wrists. Jerry Wade grinned, 
knowing that Christine was in a tele- 
phone booth outside, frantically yelling 
for the copy desk. 

“You guessed right, Kid,” Orr said 
with satisfaction. 

“Why not?” Jerry said. “Hargrave 
had to keep those gems somewhere so 
they’d never be accidentally found. Wil- 
loughby’s jewelry store was out of the 
question} so was Hargrave’s personal 
safe at home. That left only a bank. It 
was easy to find out where Hargrave 
had a safety deposit vault and we let 
m go after the loot and convict him- 
self. 

“Hargrave knew that Mrs. Wonacott 
was bringing her jewels into the lime- 
light. She phoned Willoughby about it, 
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but got Hargrave instead. That gave 
him time to set the stage. Sam Cass was 
suspicious, of course, and McCardle was 
doing his job in his usual sloppy fashion. 
When Sam Cass was cleared, I knew 
Hargrave had to be the man. So I had 
him brought to Headquarters and 
learn that his two assistants were un- 
der arrest. He knew they would talk 
and there was little time to make a 
getaway. He was bound to collect the 
jewels immediately.” 
Sergeant Orr’s face was somber. 
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“Listen, Kid, I just happened to think 
of Mike Brody. Now I could have this 
whole place cleared and Hargrave might 
resist a little—” ; 

“Take him away,” Jerry said grimly. 
“He'll suffer more than Mike did. Look 
at him! His knees are shaking already. 
Say, I’ll lay a little bet they wheel this 
guy to the chair.” 

Hargrave sagged against Orr. The 
burly sergeant jerked him erect. 

“What do you think I am?” Orr. de- 
manded. “A sucker?” 
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Marshall's fist lashed out as the stocky man reached for a gun 


Treachery Trail 


By LOUIS FALK 
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Mysteriously attacked by a thug in his own home, 
Bill Marshall finds himself fighting to save the girl 
he loves from plotters who seek a vital war secret! 


HADOWS lingered in the third 
floor hallway of the Greenwich 
Village apartment building. Bill 

Marshall stood in front of the door of 
8B with the key to his apartment in 
his hand: He felt the old wariness 
stealing over him, the same feeling of 
impending danger he had experienced 
` so many times during the past hectic 
years. 
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He had known it in Occupied 
France. It had been with him there on 
the island of Sumatra when he had 
fought his way through the jungle 
during long days and nights. Only 
because Bill Marshall sensed danger 
and was ready for it was he still alive. 

“Must be a hangover from those 
places I’ve been,” Marshall said 
softly. “There’s no reason for me to 
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expect trouble here in New York.” 

Somewhere he heard rain beating 
on a roof. It was a mean night out. 
He had learned that in walking three 
long blocks from the subway to the 
apartment house. This weather 
wasn’t any too good for a war corre- 
spondent who had been sent home 
after nearly dying from jungle fever. 

He shrugged his shoulders and in- 
serted the key in the lock. There was 
no reason for him to feel so cautious 
and wary. He was acting like an old 
maid with the jitters. 

Marshall threw open the door. 
Blackness shrouded the living room. 
He stepped inside, fingers sliding 
along toward the light switch. Behind 
him the door swung shut and the latch 
clicked. 

He pushed the light switch and 
stood motionless, staring. The man 
who stood beside the table with a gun 
in his hand looked like a gorilla 
dressed in a flashy suit. 

“No matter what you are selling, I 
don’t want any,” said Marshail. “And 
don’t tell me you are waiting for a 
street car.” 

“Kinda flip, ain’t you, cousin,” said 
the man beside the table. “But I ain’t 
got time for chatter. Hand over the 
map and everything will be swell.” 

“What map?” Marshall looked at 
the automatic in the gorilla’s hand 
and mentally cursed the fact he was 
not carrying a gun. “I haven’t the 
faintest idea what you’re talking 
about.” 

“Don’t give me any malarky, cous- 
in,” snarled Gargantua’s double. 
“Lefty Dawes don’t fall for it, see. I 
came here to get the map, so hand it 
over, or else. We know the dame 
turned it over to you.” 


ARSHALL let his gaze roam cas- 

ually around the living room. 
The telephone handset resting on the 
table against the wall was the nearest 
heavy object that he could see. If he 
could only get one good crack at 
Lefty Dawes with that phone! But 
the gun in his visitor’s hand was held 


too steady to consider any such fool- 
ish moves. 

`“I still don’t know anything about 
any map,” said Marshall. “And don’t 
call me cousin. If I have simian rela- 
tives I’d rather not know about it.” 

Bill Marshall’s arm was still ex- 
tended toward the wall. He reached 
out and touched the light switch. 
Dawes cursed as the room was 
plunged into darkness. But to Mar- 
shall’s surprise the human gorilla did 
not fire his automatic. 

Marshall grabbed up the phone and 
gave a heavy yank that jerked the 
wire loose. He flung the handset in 
the direction of Dawes and heard a 
grunt and then a roar of rage. If the 
phone had hit Dawes it had only been 
a glancing blow. 

A hand grabbed Marshall’s arm. He 
smashed at the face of Dawes with 
his free left hand. It felt as though 
he had battered his knuckles against 
rock, Then pain shot through his 
body. Dawes had just missed his head 
with the automatic and had landed 
hard on his shoulder. Marshall reeled 
back, bumped against the table. It 
went over with a loud crash. 

He was still off-balance as Lefty 
Dawes swung the steel barrel against 
his chin. He dropped to the floor with 
a thud. He was struggling to get to 
his feet as Dawes found the switch 
and turned on the lights. 

“So you want to play rough,” mut- 
tered Dawes. “All right, you been 
askin’ for it, cousin.” 

Bill Marshall’s eyes were fixed on 
the entrance of the apartment. The. 
door to the outside hall had opened. A 
short, stocky, black-haired man stood 
there peering into the room through 
shell-rimmed glasses. He held a heavy. 
cane in his right hand. 

“My nerves,” he muttered. 
this noise. Now really.” 

Lefty Dawes glanced over his shoul- 
der at the stout man. 

“It’s all right—” Dawes began. 

He never finished the sentence. The 
cane in the stout man’s hand flashed 
up and crashed down on Dawes’ head. 


“AN 
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It fell with terrific force. His knees 
buckled and he dropped sprawling to 
the floor, knocked cold. As the auto- 
matic slid out of his hand, Marshall 
reached down and grabbed it. 

“A burglar, Mr. Marshall?” asked 
the stocky man. He inspected the 
fallen man through the spectacles, 
then turned to the door and closed it 
gently. “Perhaps it is fortunate that 
I heard the disturbance.” 

“Who are you?” asked Marshall, as 
he dropped the gun into his pocket. 
For an instant his eyes rested on the 
closed door. “I guess it was a good 
thing you heard the noise.” 

“I’m one of your neighbors from 
across the hall,” said the black-haired 
man. “The name is Douglas Colton. 
Ah, don’t you think it might be ad- 
visable to turn this uncouth-looking 
individual over to the police? You 
might phone, you know.” 

“Not from here, I can’t,” said Mar- 
shall. “I pulled the phone wire out by 
the roots fighting with this man.” 

“And I haven’t a phone, either,” 
sighed Colton, and sank down into a 
chair. “Perhaps you had better go 
downstairs and see if you can find a 
policeman. I’ll guard this intruder 
for you while you are gone. I’m afraid 
my health is too delicate for me to 
risk going out on a night like this.” 

Marshall hesitated for a moment, 
his gaze fixed on the unconscious man 
on the floor. Then he nodded. He 
walked over to a desk and picked up a 
miniature camera in a leather case 
and dropped it into his pocket. 

“Some of the photographs you have 
taken in the various war zones have 
been quite remarkable, Mr. Marshall,” 
said Colton quietly. “You always keep 
your camera with you?” 

“Usually,” answered Marshall, as 
he walked toward the door. “Td hate 
to lose it.” At the door he swung 
around and looked at Colton. “Dawes 
had the weird idea that I had some 
sort of important map in my posses- 
sion. That’s what he was after. He 
was mistaken. I know nothing of any 
maps.” 


“Tm sure you don’t, Mr. Marshall.” 
Douglas Colton nodded. “I hope you 
have no difficulty getting the police.” 


ILL MARSHALL stepped out into 

the hall, closing the door behind 
him. The lock automatically snapped 
into place from the inside. He glanced 
at it. Then a cryptic smile wreathed 
his face. 

“Pass key, of course,” he muttered 
as he went down the stairs. 

When he reached the apartment 
house lobby he glanced at his wrist- 
watch and seated himself in a chair. 
He made no attempt to phone the po- 
lice or hunt for a patrolman. Filling 
his pipe he sat there calmly smoking. 

Twenty minutes passed. Marshall 
glanced up as a slender figure came in 
through the entrance door. He took 
a second look at the pretty dark- 
haired girl. Then he leaped to his 
feet with an exclamation of delight. 

“Joan!” he exclaimed as she ap- 
proached hastily. “Or should I say 
Lieutenant Dalton? That’s your offi- 
cial rank as an army nurse, isn’t it?” 

“Thats right,’ Joan Dalton 
nodded, a worried look in her blue 
eyes. “Oh, Bill, I’m glad to see you. 
So glad! I’ve had a terrible time since 
I left the Canal Zone. I hoped that I 
would find you here at the old place. 
You told me you would come back to 
the apartment when you were in New 
York, you know. I came to this place 
earlier in the evening, but you 
weren’t in. So I waited in a drug 
store, then returned.” 

“What happened, Joan?” asked 
Marshall, leading her over to a bench 
at one side of the lobby. “Tell me 
about it.” 

“Tt all started just a few days be- 
fore I left Cristobal,” said Joan. “I 
had been given leave with a few other 
Army nurses. We were to return to 
New York and await further orders.” 
She raised her dark head proudly. 
“We will be sent to one of the vital 
war zones in the Pacific, I suppose.” 

Bill Marshall nodded. He was 
watching the stairs, wondering if 
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Douglas Colton would come down. By 
this time Colton should be wondering 
why he had not returned with the 
police. Marshall was inclined to 
doubt that the stout little man would 
appear. 

“But what happened?” asked Mar- 
shall as Joan paused. 

“For two or three days I was con- 
scious of being watched, of being fol- 
lowed, though I was never quite sure 
of it. I was staying at the hotel with 
some of the other girls. The night 
before we sailed the other girls went 
to a party given them by some offi- 
cers. I was alone in the hotel room.” 

Again Joan paused as though she 
found it difficult to go on. Marshall 
smiled and took her hand in his and 
held it. She seemed to find comfort 
in his doing so. 

“Go on, darling,” he said softly. 
“Tell me the rest.” 

“I was tired and I had gone to bed. 
It was dark in the room. I heard the 
sound of someone creeping cautiously 
toward me. I tried to turn on the 
light. Before I could reach it a rag 
saturated with chloroform was thrust 
into my face and that was all I 
knew.” 

“How much money did you lose?” 
asked Marshall. 

“That’s the strange part of it,” said 
Joan. “I had five hundred dollars in 
my purse and some jewelry. When I 
regained consciousness none of it was 
missing. I guess the burglar must 
have been frightened away before he 


s FO 


could steal anything.” 

“Might not have been a thief,” 
Marshall said thoughtfully. “You 
weren’t asked to bring back any pa- 
pers that might be important to the 
AHied Nations, were you, Joan?” 

“Papers?” Joan looked surprised. 
“Why no. I had nothing of that sort. 
Why do you ask?” 

“I was just wondering about a 
map,” said Marshall. “Did you no- 
tice anything unusual when you re- 
gained consciousness?” 

“Only that there was a big torn 
place in my pajama coat as though 
someone had been examining my 
back,” she said. ‘Why, I don’t know. 
Have you any idea what it all means, 
Bill?” 

Marshall hesitated before answer- 
ing. He had been in love with Joan 
Dalton back in those days before the 
War. At the time she had seemed 
fond of him. He knew now that he 
still loved her, and he was sure that 
she was in grave danger. So was he, 
but he was used to that. 

“Come on up to my apartment, dar- 
ling,” he said. “We can talk better 
there.” 


OAN looked at him, her eyes shin- 

ing. The fingers of the hand he 
still held tightened. 

“That’s twice you’ve called me ‘dar- 
ling’,” she said. “Does it mean any- 
thing, Bill?” 

“Everything, Joan,” said Marshall 
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as he rose to his feet and released her 
hand. “I’m still sold on one Joan Dal- 
ton. But come on upstairs.” 

They climbed the steps,. passed the 
first floor, and then the second. Mar- 
shall frowned as he glanced up the 
staircase and found the third floor 
hall was in darkness. There was a 
light coming from the floor below. It 
enabled them to see their way up the 
stairs. But -beyond that blackness 
shrouded everything. 

For the last half hour Bill Marshall 
had sensed danger. Now it grew 
stronger. Yet when trouble did come, 
it came so abruptly he was caught un- 
prepared. 

He was ascending the stairs a little 
ahead of the girl. Within a few steps 
of the third floor landing, a heavy ob- 
ject came hurtling toward him. It 
struck him on the chest with such 
force that it knocked him backwards. 
He went tumbling down the stairs. 

As he fell he heard Joan scream. 
Then his head thudded heavily 
against the edge of a step. Every- 
thing went black as he lapsed into 
unconsciousness. 

He finally opened his eyes to find 
some of the tenants of the second 
floor of the building gathered around 
him. Someone talked about having 
sent for a doctor as Marshall strug- 
gled to his feet. 

“I’m all right,” he said. “Just 
bruised a little. No bones broken. I 
don’t need a doctor.” His eyes 
searched the faces of the people 
around him, seeking Joan and not 
finding her. “There was a young 
lady with me. Was she hurt?” 

“There was no one but you lying 
out here in the hall when I heard a 
noise in the hall and came out,” said 
a thin-faced man. “I didn’t see any 
young lady. Maybe she went for a 
doctor.” 

“Probably,” agreed Marshall, though 
he did not believe it. He glanced at a 
black leather suitcase lying close to 
where he had fallen. He felt sure this 
bag had knocked him down the stairs. 
. He picked it up and started up the 
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steps to his third floor apartment. The 
other tenants were drifting away 
now. The excitement was over. The 
light was again lit on his floor. 

He reached the door of his apart- 
ment and found it locked. He unlocked 
it with his key and entered. The 
lights were on here also, and a quick 
look through the place told him that 
Douglas Colton and Lefty Dawes had 
gone. Nor was there any trace of Joan 
having been there. 

Marshall placed the suitcase on a 
studio couch and examined it. The 
catches that held the suitcase closed 
were not locked and he had no trouble 
opening the bag. He discovered it con- 
tained a few telephone directories. 
That was what made it so heavy. 

There was a little pocket in the lin- 
ing of the bag. He reached in and 
drew out a folded bit of paper. It was 
a rent receipt dated the previous 
month and made out to Douglas Col- 
ton. The address was that of another 
apartment house in the village. 

“Careless on the part of my dear 
friend, Mr. Colton,” said Marshall. 
“But I’m grateful to him for the in- 
formation. He didn’t leave me holding 
an empty bag.” 

Marshall was still wearing his rain- 
coat and he had picked up the hat 
which had-fallen from his head when 
he had been hit by the suitcase and 
knocked down the stairs. He still had 
Dawes’ automatic in his pocket. 

He left the apartment, went down 
to the street and hailed a taxi. He 
gave the address he had found on the 
rent receipt. It was still raining and 
the streets were dark and bleak be- 
cause of the dim-out. 

The cab drew up in front of a build- 
ing on Jane Street. Bill Marshall paid 
the driver and got out. He entered the 
dingy lobby of a walk-up and searched 
the mailboxes until he found the name 
D. Colton. 

“Thought so,” he said softly. “That 
business of Colton saying he was a 
neighbor of mine across the hall was 
what tipped me off in the first place. 
I happen to know the name of every 
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tenant on the third floor in my apart- 
ment house.” 


E FOUND that Colton’s apart- 
ment was on the second floor. 
Climbing the stairs, he walked along 
the hall until he reached the door. He 
hesitated, then grinned and rang the 
bell. After a few moments the door 
opened and the stout man stood there 
looking at him. 

“Why—why, Mr. Marshall,” stam- 
mered Colton, obviously startled at 
sight of his visitor. “This is a sur- 
prise.” 

“T’m sure it must be,” Marshall said 
grimly. He stepped into the apart- 
ment, closing the door behind him. 
“You live in a lot of places, don’t you, 
Colton.” 

“I, ah, moved,” said Colton weakly. 
“Couldn’t stand the noise at the other 
place. Besides when you left me alone 
with that brutal-looking individual so 
long I—I became frightened.” 

“Stop lying!” Marshall’s tone was 
harsh. “Where is she? What have 
you done with Joan Dalton?” 

“Joan Dalton!” exclaimed Colton. 
“I don’t know what you are talking 
about. I haven’t the faintest idea of 
any such person’s whereabouts.” 

Marshall sighed as he slipped out of 
his raincoat and tossed it aside. He 
noticed that Colton was no longer 
wearing his glasses. The stout man’s 
face looked harder without them. 

“You're going to talk, and talk 
fast,” snapped Marshall. 

His fists lashed out, caught Colton 
on the chin and sent him reeling back 
as the stocky man reached into his 
pocket for a gun. Before Colton could 
recover Marshall hit him again. The 
stout man cursed viciously in a for- 
eign tongue. A paper dropped from 
his pocket and fiuttered to the floor. 

For the third time Marshall landed 
a heavy blow. Colton struck against 
a washstand and the water pitcher 
dropped to the floor. Colton was al- 
most crying with pain and rage. 

Marshall reached down and picked 
up the paper the stocky man had 


dropped. He unfolded it and saw it 

was a radiogram sent from Cristobal 

to Douglas Colton. It read: 

USE FORMULA TEN-FORTY ON BACK 
J. L. SMITH 


Again Colton reached for his gun, 
but Marshall stopped that with his 
automatic. He kept the stout man 
covered as he spoke. 

“You made quite a few mistakes,” 
Marshall said. “First by thinking 
Miss Dalton delivered the map when 
she called at my place early this eve- 
ning. Obviously you sent Dawes to 
get the map from me by strong arm 
methods. Evidently you didn’t know 
just how Miss Dalton was bringing 
the map from the Canal Zone until 
you got this radiogram.” 

“I don’t know what you are talking 
about,” protested Colton. 

“Shut up and let me finish,” snapped 
Marshall. “Then you came into my 
apartment and knocked Dawes out be- 
fore he could talk and give away the 
fact you two were working together. 
But I knew it was a trick when I real- 
ized you had entered my apartment 
with a pass key.” 

He moved toward Colton menac- 
ingly with the ‘fist of his left hand up- 
raised, the automatic still in his right. 
The stout man shrank back with a 
whimper, fear in his eyes. 

“Where is she? Where is Miss Dal- 
ton?” demanded Marshall. “Tell me.” 

“Right in the next room, cousin,” 
said Dawes’ voice behind him as the 
gorilla-like man appeared with a gun 
in his hand. “ you’d better drop 
that automatic if you want to live.” 

Marshall turned. As he did so, he 
hooked his foot in the handle of the 
water pitcher that had been knocked 
to the floor. He gave a kick and the 
pitcher went flying through the air to 
hit Lefty Dawes squarely in the face. 
The force of it knocked him uncon- 
scious and he fell with a thud. 

Bill Marshall swung as Colton 
leaped at him. He landed a hard left 
to Colton’s chin and the stout man 
dropped to the floor, out cold. Joan 
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appeared in the doorway of the next 
room, her hair mussed and her eyes 
wild. Her dress had been torn down 
the back. 

“Bill!” she exclaimed. Then she 
saw Marshall standing there with the 
automatic in his hand and the two 
other men on the floor. “Oh, darling, 
I’m so glad you got here!” 

“Turn around Joan,” Marshall said 
quietly. 


HE turned and he saw the map 

that had evidently been painted on 
her back that night in the Canal Zone 
by some sort of invisible ink. It was 
important information regarding the 
position of the big ships of the U. S. 
Fleet. 

“I thought so,” said Marshall. 
“You’ve got a map painted on- your 
back, Joan.” 

“I know,” she nodded. “I heard 
them talking as they tore open the 
back of my dress and worked on my 
skin with some sort of chemical they 
called Formula Ten-forty. It revealed 
the map. They were going to kill me 
after that horrible fat man had made 


a copy of the map. He said he had a 
man trailing me ever since I sailed 
from the Canal Zone.” 

Marshall nodded grimly. Then an 
expression of relief passed over his 
face as the door burst open and two 
policemen appeared. 

“You'll have to stop this noise—” 
began one of the officers, and then he 
broke off. “Leaping blazes! What is 
this—murder ?” 

“No, Officer,” said Marshall. “We 
just caught a couple of fifth column- 
ists, that’s all.” 

“Good!” said the patrolman, “With 
me having five sons in the Service, 
nothing suits me better than turning 
in some of them fifth columnists.” He 
glanced at his fellow officer. “And I’m 
betting that O’Hara here feels the 
same way about it.” 

“I do,” said O'Hara. 

“Remember Officer O’Hara’s words, 
Joan,” said Marshall. “I expect you to 
say them to a minister as soon as we 
can get the license and all.” 

“What words?” asked Joan, her 
eyes shining. ` 

“Why, ‘I do’,” Marshall said. 
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DAVID MANNERS 


Ta A a Sotos Thek? 


By DAVID MANNERS 


Famous Novelist and Motion Picture Star 


HAVE just received a letter from a fly- 

ing lieutenant of the Navy Air Force 

who has been in nearly every action in 

the South Pacific since the beginning 
of the war. He writes: 

“The great gap between the men overseas 
and the people at home seems to lie in their 
respective understanding of war. Most of 
us out here feel that the people back home 
are still going along in a state of unaware- 
ness, thinking mostly of their personal difi- 
culties, their rationing of gasoline and sugar 
and how to get higher wages. 

“Cant you do something to help people 
know we must feel they are with us, work- 
ing for us, sacrificing gladly, backing our 
job in every way? Otherwise, what reason 
have we to carry on? Keep our country safe 
for selfishness and greed and easy living?’ If 
we are to win this war, we must be assured 
the people back home are playing their part 
in it too, that they believe in us and the ne- 
cessity for us to kill and be killed. And it 
must be more than a verbal assurance. It 
must be proved in actions. 

“You say you are inspired by the news 
of heroism and fortitude in the armed forces. 
Does it occur to the home folks that we get a 


great lift and a new will to carry on to our 
utmost when we hear of cooperation and per- 
sonal sacrifices at home? ...” 

Are the author of this letter and his fellow 
fliers to read in newspapers from home that 
war bond sales are lagging? Can you imag- 
ine the effect upon morale such news must 
have? 

Your government does not ask you to give 
your dollars. It merely asks you to lend your 
dollars. It promises to give you your dollars 
back plus interest. It is asking you to invest 
in the business of supplying food and arms 
to the young men who are called upon to do 
the dirty work in your war. 

It IS your war and my war for the right to 
live and think and speak and write as free 
beings. It is our war for survival. It is little 
enough that we share in the responsibility of 
lending every available cent for victory. It is 
the first and least duty of every intelligent 
man and woman to see that those chaps out 
there have our practical support as well as 
our fine words and our prayers. 

INVEST IN VICTORY! Your money 
invested in your country can help to win 
your war. Invest your dollars and dimes in 
U. S. WAR BONDS AND STAMPS! 


A WAR BOND MESSAGE FOR ALL AMERICANS 
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Jack Spencer, American consular agent ona ae 


discovers that there are wheels within 
wheels in the Nazi spy mind when 
he undertakes the guardianship 

of a repatriated group bound 
for an exchange vessel 


Spencer turned the victim over — Fraser's throat had been ripped from ear to eari 
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Those present at the 
bloody sight, set 
up yells 


LAST TRAIN 10 FREEDOM 


By NORMAN A. DANIELS 


CHAPTER I 
MURDER IN THE LION’S CAGE 


HERE was a barrier across the 

road marking the boundaries 

between Occupied and Unoccu- 
pied France. It was dawn and a single 
cart lumbered toward the Nazi guards 
who eyed it sleepily. 

The cart was driven by a white-whis- 
kered old Frenchman who wore tattered 
trousers, shoes that were bound with 
pieces of cloth and a smock which had 
once been light blue, but now presented 
a bedraggled, washed-out appearance. 

In the rear of the cart was green 
truck, raised on French farms for the 


consumption of the invaders. The cart 
was piled high with it and the German 
guards approached with fixed bayonets. 

“Bonjour!” The farmer waved a hand 
and smiled. “The lieutenant is awake, 
oui?” 

One soldier went to the rear of the 
cart and methodically pawed through 
the produce. Those portions of the cart 
which he could not reach were investi- 
gated by means of his bayonet. He 
grunted, satisfied that the cart con- 
tained no hidden passenger. 

The driver lifted a heavy basket, cov- 
ered with cloth, got off the cart and 
winked at the German soldiers. They all 
entered the shack which was used as 
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quarters for the men on guard duty. A 
lieutenant welcomed the old man with a 
shout. 

The old man lifted the cloth from his 
basket and exposed five bottles of good 
wine. The lieutenant took up a collection 
from his men, paid the Frenchman in 
francs and ordered five more bottles his 
next trip around. 

“We do not reach town often,” the 
lieutenant explained. “Not once have 
we been able to buy the wine of France. 
Never—except from someone like you 
who does not mind dealing with Ger- 
mans.” 

The old man clinked the coins in his 


nd. 

“Why should I mind, Messieurs? 
Money is money. Le bon Dieu knows we 
need it these days. Next week I come 
again, eh?” 

He stepped out of the shack. There 
were two carts standing there now, in 
front of the barrier. Two soldiers went 
to the second one and began searching it 
also. The one thing those Germans did 
not notice was that those two carts were 
identical in appearance and carried ap- 
proximately the same kind of produce. 

The old man clambered onto the cart 
nearest him, waved a farewell and 
clucked his horse into activity. The bar- 
rier was raised and the cart lumbered 
on, 


WENTY minutes later, the old man 

laid down the reins, turned in his 
seat and hammered against the side of 
the cart. 

“Mon ami, it is now safe to come out.” 

Some of the produce was rolled aside 
and a red-headed, eager-eyed young man 
sat up. He slowly massaged his arm 
muscles. : 

“Thanks, Pierre,” he said. “I still 
don’t quite know how you did it, but the 
plan certainly worked.” ; 

Pierre shrugged. “It was simple mon 
ami. These pigs of Boches see only what 
is directly before their eyes.” 

The young man climbed onto the seat. 
Pierre hauled out another smock and a 
battered old hat. When the young man 
had donned these he looked like a typical 
French peasant. 

“Don’t kid yourself,” he said in 
French idiom approximating the Ameri- 
can slang. “The Boche are smart. As 
clever as they are ruthless. That’s why 


I know you pulled a fast one, What hap- 
pened ?” 

Pierre grinned. “Always I bring wine 
to the Boche guards. They allow me to 
enter their shack, but only after I watch 
them search my cart. While I keep their 
attention inside, another cart draws up. 
One similar to mine, comprenez? The 
driver simply moves from his cart to 
mine, When the Boche search again, it 
is the same cart they have already 
searched, while I continue across the 
border with whatever I am bringing. 
Sometimes it is guns or bombs. Some- 
times men who wish to return to Paris. 
Men like you, M’siew. Though I cannot 
see why anyone in his right mind would 
want to go to Paris these days.” 

“Tm on a rather important mission,” 
the young man said. “My name is Jack 
Spencer. I’m an American.” 

“Ah, bien. You go, perhaps, to pave 
the way for invasion?” 

“No—not quite yet, Pierre, and it will 
take many more men than just me. I 
work for the United States Government 
as a consular clerk out of Vichy. 
We received a tip that all remaining 
Americans in Paris are to be arrested.” 

“But I thought they were all interned 
long ago,” Pierre commented. 

“No. There are nearly two thousand 
Americans loose in Paris. Men too old 
for active military duty. Women and 
children, too. Seems Brazil has been 
rounding up a lot of Nazi people and 
Germany wants to retaliate. There are 
few Brazilians so they’re going to pick 
on Americans.” 

Pierre wagged his old head solemnly 
from side to side. 

“War is a bad thing, M’sieu. An evil 
thing, for it hits not- only men, but 
everyone. Those Americans—I feel 
sorry for them. They will be put in a 
concentration camp.” 

“Not if I reach them first,” Jack 
Spencer said. “We’ll arrange some way 
to get them over the border. Two miles 
ahead is a railroad station. I have a 
passport that doesn’t identify me as a 
consular official, but I can get through 
with it. Drop me there, Pierre, and 
many thanks.” 

The train ride to Paris was monoto- 
nously long, with stops at every village 
on the way. The cars were packed with 
Nazi soldiers, but none paid any atten- 
tion to Jack Spencer, 
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It was dark when the train puffed into 
the Paris station. Spencer got off and 
started walking toward one of the exits. 
Two men in Gestapo uniforms saw him. 
They held a brief conversation and then 
a shouted command brought Spencer to 
a halt. * 

“Your papers,” one of the Gestapo 
men said curtly. £ 


PENCER handed over his passport. 

The Gestapo man glanced at it, 
shoved the passport into his pocket and 
took a firm grip on Jack Spencer’s arm. 

“American, eh? You are under ar- 
rest. All Americans in Paris are under 
arrest. Come with us.” 

Spencer groaned. He was too late, 
and even worse was the fact that he was 
under arrest, too. He wag of military 
age and liable to be treated like any 
prisoner of war. In Occupied France or 
the concentration camps of Germany, 
such a prospect was not pleasing. 

They bundled him into a military car 
and it was driven across Paris straight 
toward a big park which was noted for 
its large zoo. The car stopped in front of 
a concrete building and Jack Spencer 
was hauled out. 

There were guards all around the 
building and from inside he could hear 
muffled voices. His eyes caught the con- 
crete bas relief of a lion. 

“What is this?” he asked in German. 
“Why am I being forced into the lion 
house of a zoo?” 

“Because the monkey house is already 
filled.” One Gestapo man laughed 
harshly. “Therefore, we throw you to 
the lions. Get inside or shall I boot you?” 

Spencer stepped through the door and 
it was instantly slammed shut. He stood 
there in complete darkness, yet aware 
that a large number of people were 
around him. 

“Yank?” someone finally asked. 

“You bet I’m a Yank!” Spencer said. 
“A doggone sore one, too. Will some- 
body tell me what this is all about?” 

“Welcome, Daniel,” the voice said. 

“Daniel?” Spence frowned. “My name 
is Jack Spencer. J—” 

“Were all Daniels in here,” several 
voices assured him, and there was 
laughter. “Daniels in a lion’s den.” 

As if in answer, there was a mighty 
roar from the rear of the building. 
Spencer gulped. 


OBT 


“Don’t tell me there are real lions in 
here?” he demanded. “We’re not locked 
up like a few hundred pounds of ham- 
burger?” 

Two or three matches were scraped 
and Spencer saw where he was. About 
eighty people were packed in the rather 
narrow passageway between big cages. 
Typical American humor pervaded and 
the consular clerk succumbed to it also. 

A man of about fifty stepped up with 
outstretched hand. 

“Ym Ted Tannen,” he said. “Per- 
fumes are—were—my business. The 
Germans have pinched every American 
in Paris. Imagine them being afraid of 
old ducks like me? Or of women like 
those locked up here with us? That’s 
not all, either. Another hundred are 
decorating the big monkey cage, but 
they don’t have the entertainment we’re 
provided with.” 

Darkness settled again. Jack Spencer 


. moved forward. 


“You mean that lion, I suppose. I no- 
tice he is penned up in another cage at 
the rear of this corridor. Are you sure 
the bars will keep him back?” 

“Don’t worry.” Tannen grinned. “We 
were put in here while it was still day- 
light and I examined those bars—when 
the lion let me get close enough. Take it 
from me, he’s a hungry lion.” 

Spencer grunted. “Except for the 
Boche, there isn’t a man, woman, child 
or beast in all of France who isn’t hun- 
gry.” 

Tannen lit another match, studying 
Spencer. He whistled softly. 

“You’re young. How in the world did 
you stay out of their clutches this long? 
My partner—Ed Fraser—is just past 
fifty-seven and they almost tossed him 
into one of their concentration camps. 
Wait—let’s find Ed. He’ll be glad to 
meet a stranger.” 


PANN EN yelled the name of his part- 
ner. A voice came from far to the 
rear of the lion house. It was suddenly 
cut short by a wild scream that made 
everyone grow rigid with terror. On the 
heels of this scream came a savage snarl 
from the lion. 

Spencer started elbowing his way 
through the packed crore. Tannen 
stayed right behind him. They cleared 
the frightened prisoners. Spencer felt 
in his pocket and fished out a lighter. 
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He snapped the little wheel and a small 
flame sprang up. 

Holding this high, he and Tannen 
slowly approached the cage where a lion 
eyed them malevolently. On the floor, in 
front of that cage, lay a huddled heap. 
Blood was slowly forming a miniature 
river. The lion thrust a paw through the 
bars and made a pass at the figure and 
set up another series of snarls. 

“Thats Ed—Ed Fraser!” Tannen 
gasped. “The cursed lion killed him! No 
—it was the Nazis who did it, curse 
them! They killed him.” 

“Hold this lighter,” Jack Spencer 
said. “He may not be dead. Watch the 
lion and yell if he starts anything.” 

He dropped prone and wriggled closer 
toward the sprawled-out figure. He 
stretched one arm, secured a grip on 
Fraser’s ankle and gently pulled him 
away. The lion bellowed savagely and 
tried to reach its. victim with a bloody 
paw. 

Spencer turned the victim over and 
grimaced. Tannen instantly shut off the 
lighter. What they had seen was not 
pleasant to look upon. Fraser’s throat 
had been ripped from ear to ear! 


CHAPTER II 
PRISON HOTEL 


=INOUGH of those present had 
had glimpses of the bloody 
corpse to set up yells. Doors 
opened, rifle-armed guards 

=* came in and lights were 
S=< turned on, A cocky lieutenant 
swaggered into the midst of 
the group, demanding silence 
in English, which he understood. 

He saw Ed Fraser’s body and cried 
out sharply. He rushed over to the man 
on the floor, 

Jack Spencer stood beside him. The 
German looked up. 

“He is dead,” he said to Spencer. “The 
lion did this, I suppose. Look—the lion’s 
paw. It is bloody. This foolish Ameri- 
can went too close to the cage. It was his 
fault, do you understand? You were 
warned to stay away from the cage. We 
Germans are not responsible.” 

“You locked us up here,” Spencer ac- 
cused. “You put out the lights. You left 
that lion close enough to do damage. 
Now you say this isn’t your fault. More 
eolossal Nazi nerve, if you ask me. You 


might as well have stood Fraser up 
against a wall and shot him.” 

The Nazi lieutenant arose, his face 
grim. 

“It is best you are careful what you 
say!” he shouted at the top of his lungs. 
“Perhaps it will be a wall at sunrise for 


' the lot of you. But we Germans do not 


want you killed by a lion. If you are so 
stupid as not to stay away from the 
cage, it is your fault. However, I shall 
arrange that all of you be taken to more 
comfortable quarters.” ` 

As quickly as it could be managed 
they were all on a military truck, rolling 
across peaceful-looking country that 
showed no scars of war. Jack Spencer 
was jammed between Ted Tannen and a 
woman of about thirty-eight who identi- 
fied herself as Anita Clark. 

“T think I know where they are taking 
us,” Spencer said. “We just passed 
through Moisdon. That means we’re still 
in Occupied France, but not far from 
the Border. There’s a resort hotel a cou- 
ple of miles ahead. Pll bet we'll be held 
there and when arrangements are made, 
we'll be shipped to Lisbon.” 

“For a return trip home?” Anita 
Clark asked without eagerness. “Mr. 
Spencer, do you think they’ll exchange 
us for German prisoners being held in 
the United States and Brazil?” 

“Exactly.” Spencer nodded. “You’ll 
notice they didn’t even take me to a 
camp. That means they need every one 
of us to get their own people back. You 
don’t seem to enjoy the prospect, Anita.” 

“T don’t,” she said softly. “You see, 
Tm married to a Frenchman. He was 
injured during the fighting and isn’t ar- 
rested. I’d been hoping I could find some 
way to get him out of the country—and 
now I have to leave him. I may never 
see him again. He won’t know what’s 
happened to me. Here—lI’ll show you 
his picture.” 

She opened her purse and took out a 
pair of small photographs. Her husband 
was a nice-looking man. Anita was also 
in the picture. 

“We had them taken for passport 
use,” she explained. “In those days we 
had hope. Now it’s all gone.” 

Ted Tannen put a friendly hand on 
her shoulder. 

“We all have troubles these days, 
Anita,” he said soberly. “Ed Fraser 
would have given his right arm for a 
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chance to go back to civilization. We 
talked about what we’d do when we got 
to New York together. Pll be glad to get 
se but it won’t be the same without 

The truck made a violent turn. It 
passed through gates and climbed a 
steep driveway toward a homey-looking 
hotel on top of a hill. 

“I was right,” Spencer said. “This is 
the hotel I referred to. The death of 
Fraser must have scared the Nazis into 
providing us with good quarters.” 


LL the trucks stopped and the 

Americans hopped off, stretching 
their legs with considerable gusto until 
guards swarmed up and they were 
brought into line. An infantry captain 
addressed them—also in English. 


The German soldier investigated the cart by m 


FHA. 


eans of his bayonet 


9 


“You will be quite comfortable here.’ 
he said arrogantly. “In a short time, ar- 
rangements will have been made to ex- 
change you for Germans being held in 
Brazil and the United States.” While you 
are here, it is permitted to take walks 
along the paths, but do not leave them. 
The fence around these premises is 
charged with high voltage. I would not 
advise anyone to try to escape.” 

Tannen let out a laugh. “Imagine, 
telling us not to try to escape. Captain, 
if you offered me fifty thousand dollars, 
Pd still stay here and wait until we’re 
sent to Lisbon.” 

“Silence!” the captain roared. “You 
will remain within doors after dinner. 
Anyone found outside will be shot imme- 
diately. No radios, of course, no news- 
papers, and no talk about the war.” 
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“We get it,” Jack Spencer said. 

“That is good because from now on, 
you are under the control of the Ges- 
tapo. There is a new unit in Moisdon. 
I cannot guarantee how they will feel to- 
ward enemies of the Reich. Brandt, who 
will head this unit, is not noted for his 
kindness. That is my warning. Now 
select your own rooms.” 

The hotel was without heat and every- 
one pulled coats close as they went off in 
search of a place to sleep. 

Dinner consisted of some soup that 
tasted on the dish-water side. There was 
a sausage apiece and none of the 
weenies suffered from obesity. Potatoes 
were black around the edges and 
matched the color of the bread. 

After dinner, Jack Spencer sat down 
beside Anita Clark. He had four ciga- 
rettes, broke one in half and offered her 
this. He lit it and they puffed slowly. 

“There is something rotten in France 
and it’s Germans,” he said in a low 
voice. “Ed Fraser wasn’t killed by that 
lion. He was murdered—or had you 
guessed that?” 

“No—no,” she said tremulously. “I 
never gave it a thought. What makes 
you think it was murder?” 

“Locking us up in a zoo was a typical 
German gesture, but there isn’t a zoo in 
all France that has a single animal left. 
Lions, especially, were killed when the 
war began. In a bombing raid, lions 
might get loose and create panic. That 
lion was brought there from some re- 
mote zoo with the express purpose of 
fashioning an excuse for the murder of 
Ed Fraser.” 

Anita gasped. “But why should they 
murder him? The Boche usually kill 
those they don’t like and call it military 
necessity. ”- 

“Because if they did that, Brazil 
might march one of their Nazi prisoners 
to a wall and do the same thing. Or the 
United States would call a halt to these 
exchange proceedings. 
look like an accident. Trouble is, it does 
and I haven’t a thing to go on.” 

Two Gestapo men sauntered by and 
Spencer and Anita stopped talking. 
They snuffed out the tiny cigarette butts 
that were left and Spencer moved his 
chair closer to the woman. Z 

“Tve got to get out of here,” he whis- 
pered. 

Anita stiffed a gasp. “They’ll shoot 


No—it had to. 


you!” she objected. “They'll be within 
their rights, too.” 

“T know. Just the same I have to get 
out of here and I will. I... Who the 
devil is this guy?” 


HE man who approached walked like 

a ballet dancer. He was elegantly 
dressed, even though his clothes were 
not new. He had a thin, black mustache, 
a swarthy face and black hair. 

“He,” Anita said, “is Armando. He’s 
a Brazilian. One of the few caught here 
by the war. A little sticky, perhaps, but 
not a bad sort. We met yesterday—in 
the zoo.” 

Armando stopped, bowed low, and im- 
planted a kiss on Anita’s hand. He 
nodded affably to Jack Spencer and sat 
down. Spencer talked for a few mo- 
ments, arose and walked around the 
lobby of the hotel. Gestapo men kept 
their eyes on him, but there were many 
prisoners to watch and Spencer finally 
found an opportunity to slip through a 
door leading to the cellar. 

He ran lightly down the steps, used 
his lighter again, and peered around in 
the gloom. Through a cellar window, he 
saw the electrified fence no more than a 
dozen feet away. A sentry paced slowly 
back and forth. Spencer ducked until 
the man was out of sight. 

Prowling silently, he located a wine 
cellar, long since looted of its precious 
contents. He crawled through a swiail 
door, lay prone, and snapped on. ‘his 
lighter. za 

The wine cellar was long, narrow, and 
no more than three feet high. It was 
filled with cobwebs and had a musty 
odor. The floor was dirt. Spencer 
crawled back to the cellar, risked a quick 
look out of the window, and noticed that 
the wine cellar extended well beyond the 
fence. Elation gripped him. He searched 
for digging tools and found an old 
shovel, so badly rusted that the Germans 
had not taken it for their scrap pile. 

It was better than nothing and he set 
about digging frantically, at the far end 
of the wine cellar. Lying on his back, he 
chopped away at the dirt roof, careful 
not to make any noise. In a short time, 
the guards would call the roll. He had 
to finish this and get back within forty- 
five minutes. 

A clod of earth dropped onto his 
chest. He moved it away, dug again and 
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then felt cool night air streaming 
through the hole he had made in the 
ground above, 

He prayed that no Nazi sentry would 
wander directly above this spot and 
have it cave in under him. He quickly 
dusted himself off, climbed the steps. 
opened the door a crack, and groaned 
softly. Every prisoner was lined up 
while an officer called out their names. 

Between Jack Spencer and that line- 
up were at least five Gestapo men, all on 
the alert. Soon, his name would be called 
and when there was no answer, all 
hades would break loose. Spencer won- 
dered if he should make his escape now 
and take a chance on getting back to Un- 
occupied France where he had the pro- 
tection of the United States Govern- 
ment. 

Then someone called out. The Gestapo 
guards moved closer. Anita, standing 
in the front row, slowly buckled and fell 
to the floor. In the resulting confusion, 
Spencer slipped across the room and 
mingled with the others. He elbowed his 
way to Anita’s side, knelt and raised her 
head. 

“Hunger did this,” he accused flatly. 
“Not an hour ago she was telling me she 
felt weak and faint.” 

“Carry her to her room,” the officer 
in charge ordered. “She was given the 
same food as all the rest. But I will see 
to it she gets some milk.” 

: encer lifted her in his arms, walked 
and then turned 


rd. the steps, 

nd. 

“My name is Jack Spencer,” he an- 

ounced, “when you come to it on the 
‘oll call. Don’t forget about the milk.” 


E CLIMBED the steps. Anita was 
laughing silently. Spencer got 
around a corner and chuckled himself. 
“For that little act, I owe you my 
freedom,” he said softly. “If I can repay 


you— 

“It wasn’t all pretense.” Anita smiled. 
“When you opened that door and I saw 
how you were trapped, I actually felt 
woozy. It was nothing, Mr. Spencer. 
And I learned a few things from Senor 
Armando which may interest you. ” 

“For instance?” Spencer put her 
down and held the door of her room 


open. 
She stopped in the doorway and 
turned around, 


“A fellow named Don Leeds was ar- 
rested with the rest of us,” she said. “He 
didn’t live in Paris and none of us knew 
him, but he struck up a warm friendship 
with Ed Fraser. He was the last man 
with Fraser, in fact. Perhaps he may 
know something—if it was murder.” 

“Take it from me,” Spencer said, “it 
was murder. I’ll check on Leeds as soon 
as I get back—if I get back. What else 
did Armando say?” 

“He asked a million questions about 
you, that’s all. Questions I couldn’t have 
answered if I wanted to. After all, you 
popped in just like Don Leeds. You may 
even be a Gestapo agent.” 

“If I were,” Jack Spencer said seri- 
ously, “that husband of yours might find 
himself in a lot of trouble. Seriously 
though, if I can do anything to help, I 
will. Soon as the place settles down for 
the night, I’m taking a walk. Just on a 
hunch, let me have one of those pictures 
of your husband and yourself.” 


CHAPTER III 
PASSWORD OF FREEDOM 


ACK SPENCER met Ted 
Tannen and Armando in the 
corridor, said good-night to 
them, and went to his room. 

4 Fortunately, he was one of 

the few who had a single 

room. Most of the others had 
to double up. 

He sat on the edge of his bed trying to 
puzzle out just why Ed Fraser had been 
murdered. It was not an accident, even 
though the affair had been cleverly 
pulled off. Fraser must have known 
something dangerous to the Nazis. 

Shortly after midnight, Spencer 
folded a long letter which he’d written 
to his superiors in Vichy, stowed it away 
in a pocket and slipped out of the room. 
It took him thirty minutes to reach the 
cellar. Gestapo men patrolled the hotel 
thickly. He had to duck from one shel- 
tering spot to another and reach his ob- 
jective by short stages and long waits. 

Inside the wine cellar, he seized the 
shovel, crawled to the end of the tunnel 
and finished cutting a hole through to 
freedom. Even outside this fence, he 
knew, Gestapo guards were constantly 
on duty. He poked his head out, like a 
mole, saw the back of a guard, and 
worked fast. He forced the hole wider, 
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wriggled through and then quickly re- 
covered it with long strands of grass. 

Two minutes after he emerged, he 
was lying prone behind a thick bush 
along a path that led all around the ho- 
tel, but outside of the electrified fence. 

The cumbersome pacing of a guard 
who was tired, drew closer. Spencer 
held his breath. If he were found now, 
they would probably make short work 
of him and above all else, he wanted to 
get back to the United States and join 
the fight in a uniform. 

The guard passed on and came to a 
sudden halt while Spencer’s blood froze. 
He heard a harsh voice. 

“Guard, why did you not challenge 
me? I purposely crept up on you to see 
if you were prepared for trouble.” 

“TJ recognized you, sir,” the guard 
answered, “Besides, all the Americans 
are accounted for and locked behind the 
steel fence. You could be no one but a 
friend.” 

“Fool. Gross idiot. They may have 
friends on the outside. So you recog- 
nized me, eh? That is a lie. I have been 
in this town for no more than sne hour. 
I have not yet even visited Headquar- 
ters of the Gestapo and I probably shall 
not go there until I am finished with my 
job concerning the prisoners.” 

“Herr Brandt!” The sentry’s voice 
cracked with fear. “I—I knew you were 
coming. They told me what you looked 
like. That you do not wear a uniform. 
That you head all Gestapo agents in this 
part of France. That you are undoubt- 
edly the cleverest man in the whole serv- 
ice. No one gets by you. British and 
French dogs eee paid with their lives 
every time they came against you.” 

The Gestapo leader drew himself 
erect. Behind the bush, Jack Spencer 
watched this and grinned. That soldier 
may have been a fool in Brandt’s opin- 
ion, but the American had the idea that 
the Gestapo leader was the bigger fool. 
He fell for the common soldier’s com- 
pliments, forgot all about his failure to 
challenge him. 

“Perhaps I have been too harsh,” 
Brandt said. “So they have heard of 
me here, eh? I am gratified.” 

“Excellency”—the sentry breathed it 
like a prayer—“who in all of Europe 
has not heard of you and your prowess? 
I have heard them call you a—a human 
bloodhound.” 


_Brandt laughed and whacked the sol- 
dier on the back. 

“Very good. Very, very good. Just be 
careful to challenge anyone else who 
may appear. Perhaps I will test your 
vigilance again, eh?” . 

_“As you wish, Excellency,” the sol- 
dier answered. “Be assured, all pris- 
oners are well locked up.” 


Pranon strolled away in the dark- 
ness and the sentry resumed his 
slow pacing. Behind that bush, Jack 
Spencer suddenly developed a daring 
idea. He knew all about Brandt. He 
was one of the Gestapo hangmen su- 
preme, but always worked in Belgium 
and Hollahd. He was a brainy, trusted 
member of the New Order. 

Why had he been sent here, to take 
over the imprisonment of a hundfed odd 
Americans, mostly all of whom were 
too old for military service? It didn’t . 
make sense. There was something else 
behind it. Something big enough to at- 
tract Brandt’s skill. 

Spencer’s idea came first though and 
now he had a double mission to perform 
before he slipped back into the hotel. 
He crept along the path and waited for 
that same sentry to return. As the man 
lumbered up the path, Spencer jumped 
out again. 

Instantly, a rifle came to ready. Spen- 
cer threw up his hands and spoke in 
German. 

“Much better, my dear fellow. I came 
back to test you again.” 

“Danke, Herr Brandt,” the soldier 
said. “I am glad.” 

“At first,” Spencer said, “I was 
tempted to have you sent to the Russian 
front. Now wait—do not start cringing. 
I believe you are too smart to waste your 
time here. Go to Gestapo Headquarters 
at once. How many men are on duty 
there?” 

“Guards, Excellency? Only one, who 
paces up and down before the door. We 
have no trouble with the French here.” 

“Good. Then you will relieve the sen- 
try on duty there and take the post your- 
self. I shall assign another man here in 
your place. And you failed in one re- 
spect. I told you I was Brandt, but you 
never asked for proof. You did not re- 
quire that I show my face even. Rem- 
edy that at once.” 

The sentry nodded eagerly, lit a 
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match and waved it in front of Jack 
Spencer’s stern features. He blew it 
out and nodded happily. 

“Never again will I forget your face, 
Excellency. Never.” 

Spencer walked quietly away. He had 
tricked this sentry, but if he ever met 
Brandt, he would be doomed. There 
were many things to do. Spencer began 
running as soon as he reached the road 
back to Moisden. 

He saw the lights of a farmhouse and 
knew he had to take a chance with the 
occupants. Creeping up to a window, 
he peered inside. A middle-aged farmer 
was sitting in front of the fire. On the 
floor was a copy of a Nazi-controlled 
French newspaper. It had been crum- 
pled and hurled to the floor. Spencer 
smiled. He was safe enough here, 

He tapped on the door and it was 
opened half an inch. Jack Spencer spoke 
softly and in French. 

“Liberty! Equality! Fraternity! Do 
you understand?” 

The door was opened wide, bolted 
after he entered, and the farmer called 
out to his wife to bring food—the best. 
Then he looked more closely at Spencer 
and frowned. 

“You are not French. British per- 
haps?” 

“American—Yankee.” Jack Spencer 
grinned. “But I know the password. It 
was taught to me by French patriots in 
Vichy. I was told that almost every 
farmer works for the Underground.” 

“We do,” the farmer said. “The Boche 
never touch us because they need our 
crops. Is it your wish to be sent back 
to Vichy?” 

“No—but I want a letter to go 
through. If the man who carries it is 
discovered, he will be shot and so will 
I. It must be someone you can trust.” 

“We have many such men. Give me 
the letter. Within two hours it will be 
on its way. Now eat. Good food such 
as even the Boche do not get.” 


HE American tackled cold chicken 
with gusto. There was white bread, 
freshly baked. Cream and butter, even 
a bit of steak in lieu of dessert. He 
asked about Herr Brandt while he ate. 
The farmer shrugged. “We know he 
is coming and that he is a dangerous 
man. What puzzles us, M’sieu, is why 
they should send such an important per- 


son to this little village. The brains of 
the Underground are in the big cities 
and the Gestapo knows this.” 

“Tve been wondering too,” the con- 
sular agent said. “Furthermore, I’m 
going to try and find out a few things. 
Be sure of the letter, my friend. It must 
not go astray. I am a diplomatic clerk, 
caught in a trap here. My superiors 
must know where I am and what I am 
up to. The letter explains.” 

He tried to pay for his food, but was 
roughly refused. Then he went out into 
the night again and headed straight for 
the center of Moisdon. He knew where 
Gestapo Headquarters was located—in 
the town jail. Handy when the Nazis . 
had people they wished to question and 
whose screams they did not wish heard 
too loudly. 

What Jack intended doing now had 
more chance of failure than success, but 
it had to be done. It was absolutely 
necessary to learn why a man like 
Brandt was in charge here, why Ed 
Fraser had been murdered. Why a lot 
of things, and the secrets might well lie 
inside Gestapo Headquarters. 

Carefully peering around a corner, 
Spencer saw the sentry who had been 
on duty outside the hotel. He had al- 
ready assumed his post and was pacing 
up and down in front of the place. 

Jack Spencer drew himself erect, 
pulled his hat down to hide the red hair; 
and- walked briskly up to the entrance, 
The sentry’s rifle came to readiness, 
then he stiffened to attention. 

“T recognize you this time, Excel- 
lency,” he said. 

“See that no one enters,” Spencer 
told him. “I shall be busy with secret 
proceedings. If I am disturbed, you will 
be to blame. Is that clear?” 

Ja, Excellency. There is no one in- 
side except for one prisoner.” 

Spencer walked up the four steps to 
the door, opened it and stepped into a 
receiving room. He passed through this 
and found a spacious office decorated 
with swastikas and the ever-present 
photograph of Schikelgruber. Spencer 
gave him a salute far more in style in 
Brooklyn than in the Reich. 

He sat down behind the desk and the 
first thing he saw was a blank Ameri- 
can passport. Spencer frowned. What 
was une of these doing here? He exam- 
ined it briefly. It was the real thing all 
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right, probably stolen from some con- 
quered nation when the United States 
staff had fled in a hurry. 

There was a seal on the desk too, a 
yather familiar-looking seal. Spencer 
thrust a piece of blank paper between 
the slots, brought down the handle, and 
got a perfect impression of a United 
States seal—the kind used on passports. 

There was not time to figure this out. 
He searched the desk drawers and dis- 
covered what he wanted. A German 
passport. From his pocket he took the 
picture of Anita Clark and her husband. 
There was glue on the desk. He affixed 
the picture to the German passport im- 
pressed the Reich seal on it, then filled 
in the blanks. For good measure he also 
took a Gestapo pass and made this out 
for Anita and her husband. 


CHAPTER IV 
WOMEN MUST BE SAVED 


OR a few more minutes Jack 

Spencer searched files, try- 

ing to find the reason for 

Brandt’s presence, but there 

was nothing. He couldn’t af- 

ford to spend any more time 

here. Brandt might return 

at any moment and even that 

susceptible guard outside could not put 
off Brandt for long. , 

Spencer replaced everything, was 
tempted to ruin that United States seal, 
but decided to let it stay and see what 
developed. He walked across the room 
and then hesitated. There were two 
doors and he had forgotten which one 
led to the outer office. He shrugged, 
opened the nearest door and stepped 
into a small room with barred windows. 

The only piece of furniture in the 
room was a low stool and on it sat a 
girl. A decidedly pretty girl, too, and 
she had been trying to check tears that 
came anyway. Her first glance was 
frightened, apprehensive. 

“Good evening,” Spencer said in Ger- 
man. “Excuse me. I am looking for 
someone.” 

“American,” the girl said. “Ameri- 
can. Help me! Please help me!” 

She spoke with a faint British accent 
and Jack Spencer whirled around. She 
was coming toward him, one hand out- 
stretched in silent pleading. 

“How did you know I am an Ameri- 


can,” he asked. “Who the devil are 
you?” 

“Never mind about me, except that I 
may be shot in the morning. I knew you 
were an American by the way you wear 
your clothes, the slant at your hat, your 
red hair. Don’t let me down—please!” 

Spencer hesitated. He didn’t know 
what in the world he could do with this 
girl, but she obviously was sincere and 
needed help. He took her hand. 

“Come on,” he said quickly. “PI get 
you past the guard outside. Then you’re 
on your own. Is that clear?” 

She nodded mutely and her hand felt 
cold in the young American’s grasp. He 
took her arm when they reached the 
main door, drew himself up again, and 
altered the slant of his hat. 

The sentry came to attention. Jack 

Spencer walked past him, still holding 
tightly to the girl’s arm. He turned a 
corner and started to run. Minutes were 
as precious as life now. 
__ They trotted along the dirt road lead- 
ing to the hotel. The girl faltered sev- 
eral times and finally had to stop. Spen- 
cer led her off the road and they sat 
down beneath a tree. 

“We can rest for three minutes,” he 
said, “While you’re catching your 
breath, how about some information? 
Maybe we can both leave this country?” 

“My name is Valerie Cabot,” she said 
wearily. “I’m British. I—I was a nurse- 
maid in Paris before the war began. 
After Dunkirk I was trapped. I hid, 
but you can’t hide forever. The Gestapo 
caught up with me at Moisdon. I was 
being held until some ranking Gestapo 
man arrived. That’s all there is to it, 
except . . . But how can you, how can 
anyone get out of this country?” 

Spencer pursed his lips for a moment. 
Then he jumped up, pulled her to her 
feet and they began running again. 

“Might be a way,” he said. “In fact, 
I think there is one. You’re coming with 
me to the hotel on top of the hill. It’s 
full of Americans who are going to be 
repatriated. I think I can get you a 
passport. You'll wind up in New York 
if we’re lucky. Is that. satisfactory?” 

“You ask if going to heaven is satis- 
factory?” she sighed. “I can’t believe it. 
PI do anything you ask. Just get me 
out of here, Mr.—Mr.—” 

“Spencer. Jack Spencer. I’m one of 


the Americans. We’ll start crossing this 
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field now. I... Duck! Get down, 


quickly !” 


OTH dropped flat. Two sentries 

came along the road carrying 
searchlights and drawn sidearms. They 
had been heard. Patrols were further 
away from the hotel than he had be- 
lieved, 

Spencer held his breath. It was tough 
to take it aione, but now he had this girl 
to think about which made matters even 
worse. Sweat oozed out of every pore. 
He felt Valerie’s hand tight around his 
fingers.. She knew what capture would 
mean, 

The sentries talked in German and 
from a few words that drifted to the 
American’s ears he knew they were cer- 
tain that prowlers were about. Finally 
the pair separated. One of them came 
straight toward the spot where Spencer 
and Valerie were hidden. 

Jack Spencer put his lips against the 
girl’s ear, 

“Crawl ten feet away and stand up. 
Don’t make a scund when he throws the 
searchlight on you and don’t move.” 

She didn’t ask why, just crawled 
away. Spencer knew the German would 
hear her. A sharp command rang out. 
Valerie arose and stood quietly in the 
ray of the German’s flash. 

“Ach!” He walked toward her. “A 
girl. A pretty girl too. What luck!” 

He stepped closer, gun ready. Valerie 
heard the second German soldier head- 
ing this way too, in answer to the com- 
motion his mate had caused. The Ger- 
man reached out to seize her. Instead, 
an arm curled around his throat and he 
was yanked back. At the same time, 
Valerie sprang forward, seized his gun 
hand and brought strong, healthy teeth 
driving into the flesh of the Nazi’s hand. 
The gun fell and she scooped it up. 

There was a sinister crack. The Ger- 
man went limp. Jack Spencer let go and 
the man flopped to the ground. 

Valerie handed the gun to Spencer. 
It was unfamiliar to him, but in one 
second he knew how it worked. The 
other sentry was calling out as he ap- 
proached. 

Spencer pushed Valerie behind a tree, 
bent down to pick up the flashlight, and 
a shot rang out. He actually felt the 
heat of that bullet as it zipped above his 
head, Without straightening, he fired 
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back. The German was holding a flash- 
light of his own and was a perfect tar- 
get. The flash dropped to the ground. 
So did the German. Spencer hurried 
over to him, took a quick look, then sped 
to where Valerie was waiting. 

Hand in hand, they raced across the 
field, grateful for the tall grass that all 
but concealed them. He saw the rear of 
the hotel and that electrified fence. Sen- 
tries were running toward the sound of 
the shots. Twice, Spencer and Valerie 
Cabot had to duck down and let them 
pass. 

Then he came to the hole leading into 
the long wine cellar and helped Valerie 
through it. He seized as much long grass 
as he could hold, slipped down himself 
and did a fair job of camouflaging the 
entrance, 

Heavy feet pounded across the floor 
and more and more Germans rushed out 
to see what had happened. 

“We must be inside the hotel,” Valerie 
panted. “Those two sentries! They’ll 
describe you—and me too.” 

“Not that pair,” Spencer said grimly. 
“I don’t think the population of hades 
is interested in us and that’s where 
those two are right now. I studied Com- 
mando tactics for a while. Come on— 
we must reach the upstairs rooms be- 
fore they start checking.” 

There was no uproar at the hotel, but 
there was quiet activity. Guards hur- 
ried out to.locate the source of those 
shots. As a result, there were only two 
sentries at the front door and Spencer 
could evade them easily because the 
stairway was hidden to their gaze. 


EN he and Valerie reached 
Anita’s room he knocked softly 
and the door opened. Anita stared for 
a moment, then stepped aside so they 
could enter. Spencer explained quickly. 
“Look at this.” He laid out the pass- 
port he had fixed up at the Gestapo 
Headquarters. Beside it he placed the 
military pass. “The pass will get you 
through any lines because it’s official 
even to the seal. The passport is made 
out to you and your husband. Reach him 
—proceed at once to Spain. You won’t 
be refused admittance because this is a 
po passport and they have a cer- 
tain amount of influence at the Border.” 
Anita could not speak for a moment 
or two. , 
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“Don’t start thanking me,” Spencer 
said, “because if something happens and 
you don’t make it, you’re finished. Be- 
sides, I want your American passport 
for Valerie.” 

Anita excitedly fished it out of her 
bag. Spencer examined it and nodded. 

“Good! The description fits both of 
you and the picture isn’t so hot. There 
will be a check-up as soon as they find 
the two guards I killed, so Valerie will 
have to hide in your room, Anita. Re- 
member she is British, may be classed 
as a spy, and by helping her you may 
forfeit your life.” 

Anita smiled happily. “For that pass- 
port, Jack Spencer, I’d risk anything.” 

“Later on, Pll show you a way out of 
here and give you instructions on how to 
reach Paris,” he said. “Right now, rd 
better get back to my room.” 

He was none to quick about it. Five 
minutes after-he had undressed and 
slipped between the bedclothes, there 
was a knock at his door. He tousled his 
hair, blinked sleepily, and unlocked it. 
A Gestapo man, in civilian clothes, 
brushed the American aside, went over 
to the bed and thrust a hand between 
the covers. They were warm and he 
seemed satisfied. Without a word of ex- 
planation, he departed. 

For more than an hour, this went on 
all through the hotel and then things 
quieted down. At two-forty in the morn- 
ing Jack Spencer decided to risk a trip 
to Anita’s room. He made it without 
detection, found Valerie safe, and said 
to Anita: 

“Head north when you leave here. 
Stay off the road, but close enough to 
it to follow the route. There is a fork, 
a mile below the hotel. To the right, 
you'll see a farmhouse with a red- 
painted barn behind it. Go there. Tell 
the farmer you’re a friend of the Ameri- 
can diplomat from Vichy. He’ll see that 
you reach Paris.” 

“Diplomat from Vichy?” Anita asked, 
in a puzzled voice. 

“That’s me—but I’m only a consular 
clerk,” Spencer said. “I was supposed 
to tip off people like you that arrests 
were expected. I failed, but Pm going 
to see that everyone get back home safe- 
ly. I’ll be back an hour before dawn and 
show you how to escape.” 

Valerie came forward. “I don’t know 
how to thank you—” 


- 
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“Don’t even try.” He grinned. “You’re 
British and we have to stick together in 
this mess. Learn all you can from Anita 
so if you are questioned, you’ll have the 
answers. Good night.” 

Spencer slipped out of the room, tip- 
toed back toward his own quarters and 
heard someone running up the stairs. 
He ducked for shelter, heard the steps 
continue down the hall and took a quick 
look. He was too late to see who it was 
or what door closed with a loud click. 

That person had entered the hotel as 
“if he were a paying guest, not a pris- 
oner. Jack Spencer frowned. This thing 
was getting more and more mysterious. 


GAIN, he began the rest of a slow 

trip to his room. Just before he 
started to slip the key into the lock, he 
heard a strident yell from outside the 
hotel. An instant later the main door 
banged open and a man fled into the 
lobby. He was short, a little overweight, 
and looked as though he had crawled 
through thickets and swamps. 

The most obvious thing about him 
was his terror and a determination to 
get something done. He was halfway 
across the lobby before the astounded 
guards pounced on him. The man 
started to screech something, but a 
hand was clapped across his mouth. 

Four uniformed Gestapo men with 
drawn guns hurried into the lobby. Fol- 
lowing them came a man of medium 
height, thin-faced and slender. He was 
dressed in civilian clothes, but exuded 
an air of authority. He stepped up to 
the prisoner, slapped him with the back 
of his hand, then whipped a gun from 
his hip pocket. 

Slowly he reversed the weapon to be 
used as a club. He spoke, but in a voice 
so low that Spencer could hear nothing. 
He raised the gun and while the terror- 
ized prisoner was firmly held, brought 
the gun down with murderous intent. 

Jack Spencer did not forget his own 
position for one moment, but he couldn’t 
stand by and watch a man’s brains 
beaten out. He ran noisily down the 
steps. The man with the gun bellowed 
orders. This time his voice was loud 
enough to be recognized and Spencer 
know who he was. 

Brandt! The ace Gestapo agent! One 
of the deadliest men in that whole black 
service! 
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CHAPTER V 
FRENCHMAN WITH GOOD SHOES 


ITH a swift move Jack Spen- 
cer evaded one guard who 
tried to seize him, veered 
aside as another made a pass 
with a gun, but stopped long 
enough to smash home a hay- 

' maker to the jaw. The pris- 
oner was slumped in the 

arms of the pair who held him, but he 

was still conscious. 

Spencer ran straight toward ‘Brandt 
and so quickly that the Gestapo man did 
not have time to turn his gun around 
and shoot. The American’s fist thudded 
against the Nazi’s stomach and Brandt 
gave a howl of pain as he doubled up. 
Spencer rapped him hard on the jaw, 
pushed him arm’s length away and shot 
a right jab to the nose. 

He saw blood spurt, saw the look of 
astonishment and pain on Brandt’s face, 
and then everything turned red. Red, 
just like blood. Spencer felt himself 
slipping. The floor came up and he fell 
on it. There was another thump right 
beside him. That would be the mystery: 
man they had chased into the hotel. 

Vaguely, Jack Spencer heard mum- 
bled words. They came from this man 
and never did make much sense, but he 
was trying desperately to say what was 
in his mind. 

“Spy—Am erica—danger—get him. 
Fraser mur—murd—murdered.” 

A shot punctuated the end of that 
sentence. Jack Spencer mentally braced 
himself for the next bullet. Mentally, 
because his muscles and nerves were 
completely paralyzed and limp... . 

It seemed that hours passed. He was 
being tossed around like a dummy and 
every time his eyes opened, he could still 
see that veil of blood and nothing else. 
His ears told him that confusion 
reigned. There were loud, protesting 
voices, sharp orders, and once in a while 
the sound of a blow. 

Someone wiped blood out of the con- 
sular clerk’s eyes. So that’s what made 
him see nothing but red. As his vision 
cleared, he saw Valerie trying to help 
him, paying no attention to a Nazi who 
was doing his best to pull heraway 
without actually lifting her up. 

A sharp slap steadied Spencer’s wits. 
His brain worked clearly now. Brandt 
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stood before him, scowling. 

“Why did you interfere?” he de- 
manded, “The punishment for interfer- 
ing with the Gestapo is death. You 
know that, American swine.” 

“T know I couldn’t stand by and watch 
you beat a helpless man to death,” Spen- 
cer retorted. “A man who was being 
held by your stooges ‘while you ham- 
mered his brains out. If that makes me 
an American swine, I’m glad of it, but 
I hate to think what it makes you.” 

Brandt raised a clubbed fist, hesitated, 
then lowered his arm. 

“That man is now dead. He was killed 
trying to escape. We arrested him, but . 
he broke loose and ran in here, probably 
hoping some foolish American could 
help. I was forced to shoot him. He was 
a French spy.” 

“But he was still a human being!” 
Jack Spencer argued hotly. “Or maybe 
you wouldn’t recognize a human after 
associating with faceless men so long.” 

Brandt smiled to cover up his anger. 
“Quite cocky, aren’t you? May I re- 
mind you that you are an enemy of the 
Reich? That you are of military age and 
can be interned? That all of you here 
may be locked up for the duration?’ 

An American whom Spencer had not 
noticed before, went to his side. He was 
a husky individual with a slightly 
twisted nose that looked as if it were 
the result of a football game. Despite 
this, he was not ugly. 

“He’s right, Jack,” this man said, call- 
ing Spencer by name. “Nobody blames 
you for trying to help that poor chap 
they just carried out. But consider all 
of us as a group. Relax, man. This is 
war. We got to take a lot of things.” 

“Who are you?” Spencer demanded. 

“My name is Don Leeds. I’m going to 
be repatriated too. And believe me, it’s 
like a dream for all of us. Don’t turn it 
into a nightmare, Jack.” 

“All right,” Spencer said. “I made a 
fool of myself, I guess.” 


J bet Gestapo men led Jack Spencer to 
the hotel manager’s office and shoved 
him into a chair. They mounted guard 
until Brandt bustled in. Brandt eyed 
the young American with open malevo- 
lence. 

“You are an impulsive person, eh?” 
he growled. “So impulsive that you 
might have escaped from this hotel earl- 
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ier tonight and murdered two of my 
men.” 

“Td even risk a crazy thing like that 
if I knew I’d meet you somewhere out- 
side,” Spencer grunted. “Otherwise, I 
don’t know what you’re talking about.” 

Brandt sat down. “You will. Also, I 
promise that if you know anything 
about those murders tonight, I shall find 
out. You'll tell me because not until you 
do will the pain stop. You will be will- 
ing to talk. Wait and see.” 

Spencer digested that threat for a 
second and knew that desperate circum- 
stances called for equally desperate mea- 
sures. 

“So I’m under arrest,” he said slowly. 
“T won’t be permitted to take that train 
to Lisbon, I suppose.” 

“That is correct. You are of military 
age.” 

“I suppose you know,” Spencer went 
on, “that the nephew of one of your big 
shots in the Foreign Office is interned 
in Brazil. This whole transaction is 
mainly to get him back to Germany. 
Well, if Pm held here, he’ll be held in 
Brazil. What do you think of that?” 

“Nonsense,” Brandt sneered. Then 
he looked at Spencer sharply. “Just how 
did you know this?” 

“Because I’m connected with the 
United States legation in Vichy. They 
know I am here, under arrest. They 
will notify Brazil that if I am not re- 
turned with these others, then that pet 
nephew will also remain where he is. 
Go ahead and phone Vichy if you don’t 
believe me.” 

Brandt tapped the end of his fingers 
a bit nervously. He arose. 

“Very well. You shall go along with 
the others. But if you are not telling the 
truth, I shall personally remove you 
from the train before it passes into neu- 
tral territory. You cannot escape, be- 
cause the train will be sealed and 
guarded. Now go back and prepare. 
You leave here within an hour.” 

When Jack Spencer emerged from the 
office, he saw Valerie at the foot of the 
steps. Her worried face relaxed some- 
what. She took his arm and they both 
went to the second floor. 

“Jack,” she said, “that man who was 
shot. I saw them place him on a 
stretcher. He was no Frenchman. His 
clothes were old and rugged, but his 
shoes—they had rubber heels and im- 


pressed on the heel was a trademark 
well known in the United States and 
England. No Frenchman has owned a 
pair of shoes like that for years.” 

“I know,” Spencer answered softly. 
“He was trying to talk just before they 
killed him. He told me Fraser had been 
murdered, just as I thought. Did Anita 
tell you about Fraser? Good. This 
stranger also muttered something con- 
cerning a spy. Weli talk about it later 
on. Right now, I’ve got to get Anita out 
of here.” 

“She has already gone, Jack. I told 
her how to get away. In the confusion 
she found a perfect chance,” 

Spencer closed both eyes and breathed 
a long sigh of relief. 

“Then you pack Anita’s things. We’re 
being taken to a train. I’m not in the 
clear yet, but I’d like to see those Nazis 
put me off once I’m aboard.” 

The military trucks, jammed with 
prisoners, pulled up to the small rail- 
road station platform. Oddly enough, 
the platform was crowded and most of 
the prospective passengers were farm- 
ers. They milled around excitedly. 


ESTAPO guards cleared a path as 

the train began slowing up for the 
stop. But there were only thirty guards 
and more than two hundred prospective 
passengers. The guards were over- 
whelmed. 

Spencer seized Valerie’s arm and held 
her tightly. They were shoved around 
by the swarming crowd although every- 
one was good-natured about it and there 
were profuse apologies. 

Brandt was there, roaring for order, 
but nobody paid any attention to him. 
He yelled commands. The Gestapo men 
drew guns and blackjacks. 

Someone bumped violently against 
Jack Spencer. It was the farmer he had 
seen the night before, the man to whom 
he had sent Anita. Something white 
flashed and a hand dug into Spencer’s 
coat pocket. Then the farmer was car- 
ried away by the crowd which retreated 
under the threats of the guards. 

Suddenly the platform was clear ex- 
cept for the prisoners who were quickly 
herded into a group. The Gestapo 
agents stared in stunned surprise. Spen- 
cer barely noticed all this. He stepped 
behind Valerie, fished out the note which 
that farmer had placed in his pocket 
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and was surprised to find it had been 
written by Anita. He ripped the paper 
into shreds and held them in one hand 
as he shuffled along toward the compart- 
ment assigned to him. 

On his way he bent quickly, raised 
the iron lid of an axle bearing box and 
stuffed the papers inside. By the time 
they were found, they would either be 
ground to a pulp or so soaked with 
grease that they would hardly be noticed 
let alone read. He was the last person 
in line and none noticed this act. 

Valerie wore a coat which belonged 
to Anita and kept the collar of it pulled 
high around her head. Anita had at- 
tracted some attention by fainting the 
night before, but Spencer doubted any 
of these Gestapo men would miss her or 
notice the presence of a new face. 
Ai Derat it did no harm to be care- 

ul. 

Papers were being examined as 
each prisoner was assigned a compart- 
ment. Directly ahead of Valerie was 
Ted Tannen and Don Leeds. They 
seemed friendly. Slightly to one side 
of them shuffled Armando, the Brazil- 
jan, and he was strangely quiet, de- 
pressed. 

“Jack,” Valerie whispered, “what on 
earth happened at the platform? AN 
those people crowding and shoving, and 
then they disappeared as if by magic.” 
After the dangers they had passed 
through together, ordinary things were 
waved. It was “Jack” and “Valerie” 
now. 

“You just witnessed a minor demon- 
stration of the French Underground,” 
Spencer answered in a low voice. “It 
was carried out for one purpose—to 
plant a letter in my pocket.” 

“A letter?” Valerie asked quickly. 

“From Anita. She wrote it at the 
farmhouse. Seems the French Under- 
ground knew something about the man 
who was killed in the hotel lobby last 
night. The Gestapo chased him clear 
from Paris because he knew what was 
going on and wanted to warn us.” 

“It must have been terribly impor- 
tant,” Valerie opined. “They certainly 
killed him quickly enough.” 

“It was. Seems we have a Nazi spy 
in our midst. The cleverest one ever 
turned out by their espionage schools. 
He has been fitted out with passports 
and papers stolen from an American. In 


this identity he hopes to pass the usual 
F.B.I. scrutiny when we reach New 
York. Then he’ll be free to carry on the 
work assigned to him,” 
Valerie gave Spencer a worried look. 
fe og, thought you knew this, Jack, 
e , ” 


“Get rid of me just as they got rid of 
the man who did his best to warn us. [ 
know, Val, but it doesn’t make much 
difference. This is war and anything 
goes. TIl fight back with everything I 
have. That spy probably intends to re-, 
build the Nazi spy system in the United 
States. It has been pretty well smashed, 
you know. That’s what makes him so 
dangerous. If he gets away with it, 
he’ll accomplish his purpose.” 


CHAPTER VI 
PITFALL 


ALERIE didn’t comment be- 
cause she and Jack Spencer 
were now at the head of the 

line. Tannen and Leeds 
climbed into a compartment. 
A Gestapo guard gave Spen- 
‘ cera push and indicated that 

he and Valerie were to share 
the compartment with Tannen and 
Leeds. 

They climbed in and settled down 
across from the other two Americans. 
Tannen closed the door. Leeds shut the 
one leading into the aisle. Then Tannen 
leaned closer. : 

“I miss Anita, Jack,” he said, “and 
I notice a new face among us. If it is 
something I should not know—” 

“Anita didn’t come with us,” Spencer 
said, “She had other plans. Meet Va- 
lerie Cabot. She’s British, was trapped 
in France and as a friendly gesture, 
Anita gave her the passport which 
Anita did not hope to use again. I’m 
depending on you two to keep this 
quiet.” 

“Absolutely,” Leeds said, with a 
broad grin. “We’re more than delighted 
to help, especially anyone as lovely as 
you, Miss Cabot. It’s quite apparent you 
did not spend a long time in France or 
you would have lost that bloom in your 
cheeks.” 

“T lived in Paris before the war,” 
Valerie said. “I—fled to the country 
and paid a farmer to hide me. There 
was plenty to eat.” 


Z 


70 DETECTIVE NOVELS MAGAZINE 


Jack Spencer saw Brandt stalking 
down the platform, followed by several 
of his agents. They stopped at every 
compartment and slapped long pieces of 
paper across the door. One man wielded 
a paste brush. 

“Were being sealed in,” Spencer said. 
“They do that with diplomatic trains. 
Nobody can get off the train, nor on it. 
We're a long way from neutral territory 
so the ride should be quite interesting 
—and exciting perhaps.” 

“T’ve had enough excitement,” Tan- 
nen said. “I can’t wait to see that old 
lady with the torch in New York Har- 
bor. Then I’ve another disagreeable job 
to do. Inform Ed Fraser’s people about 
what happened. Spencer, they ought to 
get something out of those Nazi killers 
because of what happened to Fraser. 
It was their fault.” 

“We'll write Hitler personally.” Jack 
Spencer laughed. “Just the same, I 
never was satisfied about Fraser’s 
death. There was a door near that lion’s 
cage. Someone could have slipped in, 
murdered him and got-away before we 
knew what was going on.” 

“I’m not satisfied about it either,” 
Tannen agreed. Fraser knew about the 
lion, and he never took risks.” 

“Nonsense,” Leeds commented dryly. 
“We all saw the blood on that lion’s paw. 
The wound was caused by the lion’s 
claws. Fraser just got lost in the dark, 
stumbled up against the cage and—” 

The train gave a jerk and the railroad 
platform began to slip away. Through- 
out the train a cheer arose. A long, lin- 
gering cheer from the throats of people 
who had not believed this would ever 
happen. The first leg of a journey back 
home! Home where there was butter 
and coffee, warm clothing, newspapers 
that told the truth, and people who 
smiled and laughed. Even Valerie joined 
in the cheering. 

French countryside whizzed past. 
Now and then they saw ruined houses 
and barns, token of the invader’s wrath. 
Farmers in the fields never even looked 
up as the train passed. This was not the 
France of five years ago. This was a 
sullen, brooding France, barely held in 
check by the ruthlessness of the Nazis 
and their frequent firing squads. A 
France that was getting ready to leap 
over the traces at the first opportunity. 

The inner door of their compartment 


was slid back and a uniformed guard 
spoke Jack Spencer’s name. Spencer 
arose, wondering what this was all 
about. 

“Come with me,” the guard said. 


PENCER grinned at Valerie, waved 

a careless salute to Tannen and 
Leeds and stepped into the aisle. He was 
roughly shoved along by the guard. 
Every few steps the Gestapo man would 
bend down and peer out of windows as 
if to see where they were. 

At the end of the car he elbowed in 
front of the American and seemed to 
have trouble opening the door. They 
passed through four more cars, going 
forward all the time. Obviously, that 
guard was stalling and Spencer tried to 
figure out why. He decided to stall too, 
and see what happened. 

The guard appeared to be quite sat- 
isfied with this until they passed out of 
the last car and paused in front ofa 
door marked “Baggage.” Spencer stead- 
ied himself on the swaying platform. 
The train whistle hooted one short blast. 
That seemed to be a signal. The guard 
seized Spencer’s arm and literally threw 
him against the baggage car door. 

It opened and at that instant the train 
dived into a tunnel. Utter blackness de- 
scended. The train lights had been 
turned out. Spencer felt a big hand flat 
against the small of his back. That hand 
started to shove. He didn’t wait for the 
act to be completed, but gave a flying 
leap into the baggage car. 

Something crashed just behind him. 
He felt the breeze of the heavy object, 
felt the car floor jolt under its impact. 
Then he blundered against someone and 
the anger that surged through him took 
material form. He jabbed his fists for- 
ward—short, vicious punches that hurt. 

He felt a fist whiz past his ear, turned -7 
and drove a straight right blindly into 
the darkness. It met flesh and drew a 
howl. To one side there was violent 
scuffling, curses, and the sound of blows 
being struck. Spencer grinned. Here 
was where he had a distinct advantage. 
Any man in this car was his enemy, but 
they were handicapped by the darkness 
and were fighting among themselves. 

The American slowly moved back a 
few feet, crouched, and started swinging 
his arms in wide arcs until he encoun- 
tered a pair of substantial hips. Both 
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arms closed around this man and 
dragged him to the floor. Jack Spencer 
whaled the hardest punch he could sum- 
mon and guided it more by instinct than 
anything else. It connected with a jaw 
and the form he straddled went sudden- 
ly limp. 

Locating the Luger holstered at the 
man’s hip, Spencer drew it free and 
scurried toward the further corner of 
the car. He recalled that these baggage 
cars all had narrow racks near the roof. 
By sense of feel, he located this and also 
encountered what felt like old rags or 
parts of a uniform. He slid the gun be- 
neath these and left it there. An ace in 
the hole that might prove to be handy. 

The car was fairly quiet now. He 
knew the men were moving forward 
slowly, trying to make sure they were 
not getting into any more fights among 
themselves. Spencer moved too, until 
he felt the door handle. This exit would 
take him still further toward the front 
of the train, but anything was better 
than facing the four or five Gestapo men 
who were actually panting in rage. 

Spencer gave the handle a forward 
push. The door swung toward him. He 
opened it, slipped through, and let it 
close gently behind him. 

The cool air seeping through the plat- 
form doors felt good. He had no doubts 
about the trouble he was in. Orders 
must have been given that he was to 
be killed. Purely by accident, of course. 
But now that he realized there was a 
dangerous spy aboard, traveling on the 
papers of an American, he had to come 
through. 


SPY like that could wreak havoc 
in the United States. Then there 
was Valerie. He had known her only a 
few hours, but that didn’t seem to mat- 
ter. He liked her—liked the calm with 
which she stood this ordeal. The way 
her blue eyes could crackle in fury; her 
smile and the soft roundness of her 
body. She was also worth living for. 
Someone fumbled with the platform 
door of the baggage car. Jack Spencer 
quietly opened the other door and moved 
into the front car. He was surprised to 
find it Class A accommodations. The 
passageway was narrow and he moved 
sideward until he reached the main part 
of the car. A door blocked his way, but 
. he had to go on. 
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Opening it, he blinked at the brilliant 
light that assailed his eyes. Then he 
made out the form of Brandt, slowly 
rising from a chair behind a small desk 
at the far end of the car. Brandt, now 
in full Gestapo uniform and scowling 
fiercely. 

“Good afternoon, Herr Brandt.” 
Spencer bowed slightly. “Should I have 
asked for an appointment?” 

“What do you want?” Brandt de- 
manded. “How did you get here?” 

_“Do you mean, how did I escape the 
pitfalls in my way, Herr Brandt? Per- 
haps I’m a soft, decadent American with 
a lot of luck. On the other hand, I may 
be tougher than I seem.” 

“I don’t know what you are talking 
about,” Brandt snapped. “Why did you 
come here?” 

“To find out if I am permitted to re- 
main with this party and be sent home.” 
Jack Spencer shrugged. “After all, I 
have had some doubts. Did you contact 
the American Charge d’Affaires in 
Vichy? Did you discover that your rank- 
ing officer in the Foreign Ministry does 
have a nephew under arrest in Brazil?” 

“You are permitted to go through,” 
Brandt said surlily. “I myself am ac- 
companying the party to see that every- 
thing is proper. Now get out of here.” 

Spencer did not move. One of the 
guards had silently slipped up behind 
him and a gun was drilling the small of 
his back. He raised his hands high. 

“It seems you want me to leave, but 
someone else has other ideas,” he said 
to Brandt slowly. “Has the gentleman 
with the gun a black eye? Or a bruised 
and swollen jaw? Your men were hav- 
ing quite a battle among themselves 
back in the baggage car.” 


CHAPTER VII 
CHECKMATE 


RANDT barked an order in 
German. The gun was re- 
moved from Jack Spencer’s 
> back and the guard stepped 
forward. His uniform was 
torn and there was a little 
dried blood around the cor- 
ners of his mouth. He gave 


‘Brandt a rapid report. 


Brandt’s face grew sterner, his eyes 
narrowed and he made fists out of his 


- hands. 
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“Spencer,” he said curtly, “my guard 
tells me you deliberately started fight- 
ing. That is not permitted. If you keep 
this up, I shall revoke the visé on your 
passport.” 

Spencer laughed a little. “You 
wouldn’t dare, Brandt. I’m the only 
man in this party for whom the Brazi- 
lian Government will release that 
nephew of the Reich.” 

randt dropped a hand to the gun 
holstered at his hip. He whipped it out, 
leveled the weapon, and Jack Spencer 
wondered, with a shudder, if he had car- 
ried this game too far. 

Then there was a commotion behind 
him, An angry voice spoke in English 
and Ted Tannen surged into the car 
with two Gestapo men hanging onto his 
arms. 

“What is this?” Tannen yelled. 

Brandt instantly lowered the gun. “I 
was merely trying to emphasize, for the 
benefit of Mr. Spencer, that we shall 
tolerate no fighting on this train. He 
was about to attack me so I drew my 
gun in self-defense.” 

Tannen glanced at the Gestapo man 
who stood with a pistol in his hand, try- 
ing to comprehend the sudden turn of 
events. 

“Tt looks like it!” Tannen thundered. 
“I don’t know who you are, sir. I don’t 

ive a hoot in hades, but I hope you un- 

erstand English enough to know that 
-if anything happens to Jack Spencer, 
you'll be held accountable! Now, if you 
don’t want us for anything else, we’ll 
be going.” 

“Just a moment,” Brandt barked. 
“Spencer, that woman Anita Clark— 
she seems to be in your company a great 
= Perhaps you are in love with her, 
e 7? 

“It does happen,” Spencer admitted, 
“but I fail to see how that concerns you. 
Come on, Tannen, there’s smell in this 
car I don’t like.” 

No one attempted to stop them. On 
the platform in front of the baggage car 
door, Jack Spencer paused to wipe sweat 
off his face. ; 

“Thanks, pal,” he said. “I’m still 
doubtful whether or not Brandt was go- 
ing to shoot. He didn’t dare when you 
showed up.” 

Tannen scowled. “I followed you 
when that Gestapo monkey herded you 
to the front of the train. I saw him 


shove you into the baggage car, but 
when I reached it, the door was locked. 
They opened it later on and I barged 
right through.” 

Spencer led the way across the bag- 
gage car and winced at the sight of a 
long, narrow box lying on the floor. 
That was what had crashed down right 
behind him. He could have been crushed 
by the thing. He gave it an experimen- 
tal shove with his foot. It didn’t budge. 

“I was supposed to be underneath 
that box,” Spencer told Tannen. 
“Brandt doesn’t like my company.” 

“Wed better stick close,” Tannen 
said. “Brandt gave me the fish eye too. 
Maybe I’m on his list for extermina- 
tion. Have you any idea why they’d 
prefer you dead?” 

“Faintly,” Spencer replied. “I think 
they suspect I may know that your part- 
ner’s death in the lion house was not an 
accident.” 

Tannen gasped and stopped short. 
“Jack,” he demanded, “have you any- 
thing to prove he was murdered? I’ve 
got to know. It’s imperative. My own 
life may be in danger.” 

“I have no proof beyond a pretty 
good-sized hunch. What are you wor- 
ried about?” 

“Fraser and I used to get about Paris 
quite a lot. He had a knack for sticking 
his nose in the wrong places. A week 
ago both of us blundered into a hotel 
where Occupation Army officers are 
housed. We heard a group discussing 
certain weaknesses in the Nazi fortifica- 
tions in Belgium. When I was arrested, 
I thought they were taking me in for 
sari and I had visions of a bullet-scarred 
wall.” 

Spencer whistled. “Perhaps there is 
the motive. Tannen, whatever you know 
must be told to the others. Such infor- 
mation must go through. Come on back 
to our compartment.” 


HEY hurried through the cars. Spen- 

cer saw that the Brazilian, Armando, 
was not in his compartment. Then he 
had a second shock. Don Leeds was 
alone in their own quarters. Valerie 
had disappeared. 

“She was here when I left,” Tannen 
answered Spencer’s unspoken question. 
“Wake up, Leeds, and find out where 
she went.” 

Leeds awoke with a start, blinked 
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owlishly, and then jumped to his feet. 

“What’s wrong? Aren’t we going to 
be allowed to finish the trip?” 

“No reason why not,” Spencer an- 
swered. “Where is Valerie?” 

“Good gosh, I don’t know.” Leeds 
looked around. “Maybe she went out to 
wash up or something.” 

“She wouldn’t dare leave this com- 
partment for fear of being recognized,” 
— said tartly. “You know that, 

on.” 

“We'll, I’m not her guardian,” Leeds 
snapped. “If she wants to prowl, that’s 
her business. You two act as though I 
might have tossed her out the door.” 

Spencer turned and headed for the 
rear of the train. He inspected every 
compartment in each car, but there was 
no trace of Val. He recalled Brandt’s 
odd statement about his being in love 
with her, There was more than just idle 
curiosity to that remark. 

And where was Armando, the Brazil- 
ian? Spencer started to retrace his steps 
and this time he looked in the wash 
rooms. Suddenly the train plunged into 
another tunnel. An instant later, Spen- 
cer heard a shrill scream of sheerest ter- 
ror. He began running, heedless of the 
questions passengers flung at him. That 
scream sounded as though it came from 
directly outside the car through which 
he had been moving. 

Reaching the platform, he felt cooler 
air than usual and realized that one of 
the doors must have been open for a mo- 
ment. There was the smell of fumes 
from the engine, too, Oddly enough, 
that platform was dark. - 

Spencer reached up and found an 
overhead bulb loose in its socket. He 
tightened it and the platform was 
flooded with yellow light. 

Both doors were equipped with inside 
seals. Spencer examined one, found it in- 
tact, and looked at the other. It was 
official, all right, but—the glue hadn’t 
even hardened. This door had been 
opened, someone flung out to bounce 
against the tunnel wall, fly back and be 
ground to death under the wheels of the 
train. 

The cry could have come from either 
a man or a woman, Jack Spencer felt 
all the horror of it still seeping through 
his brain. Lips tight, eyes sparkling 
dangerously, he proceeded through the 
whole train until he reached the bag- 
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gage car. That long box had been 
propped up again and rocked gently 
with the rhythm of the train’s move- 
ment. 

That box! Easily large enough to ac- 
comodate a human being. Only one per- 
son had been thrown off the train. Two 
were missing, because Jack had seen no 
sign of Armando during his search, 
either. There was a fifty-fifty chance 
that he, and not Valerie, had been the 
victim. 

At no time had any of the Gestapo 
guards tried to interfere with Jack 
Spencer. Right now, one of them stood 
with his back against the further bag- 
gage car door and he seemed to be smil- 
ing contemptuously, 

Spencer gave the long box a hard 
shove. As it toppled over, he tried to 
stop it from crashing, but the heavy 
thing slid right through his grasp. It 
Was equipped with a hinged lid which 
was screwed down. Spencer looked 
around, saw a kit of tools and seized a 
screw driver. Working furiously, while 
the guard stood by, he got the lid open, 
raised it—and groaned. 

The case was jammed full of pam- 
phlets. Nazi propaganda stuff. Spencer 
dropped the lid, walked slowly toward 
the car door and hoped that the guard 
would try to stop him. The Gestapo man 
did not; merely moved aside and even 
opened the door fer him. He gave an 
exaggerated bow. 


PENCER recognized these symptoms 

of Nazi confidence. They were laugh- 
ing at him, knowing they held all the 
cards in the deck. He stepped into 
Brandt’s private car. The Gestapo offi- 
cial looked up, his eyes challenging the 
American to start something. 

Jack Spencer sat down. He had to 
know whether or not Valerie was dead. 
The only way was by admitting defeat, 
and the consular clerk felt no delusions 
about the fact that he was licked. 

“What is your proposition, Brandt?” 
he asked bluntly. 

“Proposition?” Brandt wrinkled his 
face. “Why should I make any proposi- 
tion to you?” 

“Lay off, will you? I know when I’m 
finished. Where is the girl?” 

Brandt leaned across the small desk. 

“Im afraid you speak in riddles. 
Someone is—missing, perhaps?” 
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“Look,” Spencer said. “Let’s drop 
pretenses. For some reason you don’t 
want me to reach Lisbon and the United 
States. For that same reason I am going 
to my own country. You can’t stop me— 
not even by murder—because if you do, 
the whole necessity for this transfer of 
prisoners falls flat.” 

“Now that I think of it,” Brandt said, 
“we are one short. I counted the pris- 
oners as they went aboard. Just a mo- 
ment.” Brandt glanced through several 
papers and then looked up again. “It is 
the woman Anita Clark. She did not 
board the train. Foolish of her to escape. 


There will not be another chance to go ` 


ome. 

“All right,” Spencer admitted, “she 
did escape. By now, she is in Spain. But 
there is someone else missing—another 
girl who was in my compartment when 
your gorilla brought me to the baggage 
car as the guest star in an accident in- 
tended to be fatal. When I got back, she 
was gone.” 

“Too bad,” Brandt said mockingly. 
“An American, of course?” 

Jack sighed and closed both eyes 
wearily. “You know who she is, Brandt. 
You know blamed well where she is, too. 
I said I’d listen to a proposition, didn’t 

9” 


Brandt arose. “Then' you admit I 
have been too clever for you. Much too 
clever. You furnished Anita Clark with 
a passport. A blank one was missing 
from my desk at Moisdon. You were 
quite neat about that, Mr. Spencer. Of 
course, I learned what you had done. 
The stupid guard remembered your red 
hair, and you are the only prisoner with 
red hair.” 

“Where is she?” Jack repeated hol 
lowly. : 

Brandt _disregarded his question. 
“The guard remembered just before I 
shot him. People regain their memories 
when they face rifles. Very amazing. So 
now you come crawling to me, begging 
mercy for a British spy. A spy who was 
under arrest when you freed her. You 
want a proposition. Well, here it is. I 
shall give you a gun. You will do as I 
direct.” 

“Better not get too free with a 
weapon, Brandt,” Spencer said. “I 
might succumb to temptation.” 

“And have the girl tortured and then 
shot? No, I have studied Americans. 


Where women are concerned, they are 
softer than usual. With this gun you 
wil shoot Don Leeds. Then you will kill 
Ted Tannen and, finally send a bullet 
through your own head. I shall indicate 
that you went mad.” 


CHAPTER VIII 
TIME TO DIE 


OTIONLESS, Jack Spencer 
looked at the proffered gun. 
This was a typical Nazi ges- 
ture—to get a man down and 
then trample on him. To take 
a hostage, and compel an 
enemy to obey the direct 
command. Any underhanded 
method of fighting was fair to these men 
without hearts or souls. 

“Mr. Leeds first and then Tannen,” 
Brandt repeated, with a smirk. “I shall 
provide you with privacy when you wish 
to—execute the third person I insist 
upon having removed.” 

“How do I know you'll keep your 
promise about the girl? How do I know 
she’s even alive?” 

Brandt shrugged. “A chance you will 
have to take. Here—this is the Clark 
woman’s passport which the English 
girl used. It was in her handbag. Is that 
proof enough we have her?” 

“T don’t need proof of that,” Spencer 
said. “The fact that she is missing indi- 
cates she has either been captured or 
murdered. Just why do you want Tan- 
nen and Leeds killed?” 

Brandt fished a fingernail file out of 
his pocket and began working on his 
nails. He seemed extremely occupied by 
this. The gun lay on the edge of the desk 
within easy reach of where Jack Spen- 
cer was seated. 

“Tt really makes no difference whom 
you kill,” Brandt said and the American 
knew he lied. “Tannen and Leeds seem 
to be your closest friends, the people to 
whom you may have confided certain 
things. Also, it is enough that you obey 
orders without questioning them. You 
are in no position to bargain.” 

Spencer picked up the gun. He had an 
idea that the moment his hand started 
moving toward the weapon, hidden guns 
were brought to bear on him. If he lifted 
the Luger quickly, aimed it at Brandt, 
he would probably be dead a fraction of 
a second later, 
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Calmly he removed the clip. There 
were three bullets in the gun. 

“You certainly don’t expect me to 
miss, do you?” he asked dryly. À 

Brandt looked up with a faint smile. 

“Our firing squads have executed 
thousands of our enemies,” he said. 
“You may not know it, but the firing 
squad of four men does its damage with 
only one bullet, Three of the rifles con- 
tain a blank. We cannot afford to be 
careless with bullets, you see. So if they 
can do it, you certainly will not fail.” _ 

Jack Spencer stuffed the gun into his 
pocket, arose and walked slowly toward 
the door. Brandt called him and he 
turned around. 

Brandt waved the fingernail file as a 
teacher waves a pencil at some recalci- 
trant student. ; 

Mind you, Mr. Spencer, there is a 
time limit. Two hours and no more. 
Promptly at the end of one hundred and 
twenty minutes, the girl—well, use your 
imagination. Good hunting, Mr. Spen- 
cer.” 

The young American grimaced and 
headed back toward his own car. There 
were two men guarding the baggage 
car, but he paid no attention to them. It 
was dark outside now and they were not 
too far from a neutral border. Much 
more than two hours’ journey though, 
and that was all the time allotted to 
Spencer for his murder task. 

Somewhere on board this train was a 
spy. Leeds? Tannen? Armando, who 
was missing? Even Valerie herself? Or 
was it some insignificant person quietly 
merged with the main group of passen- 
gers? 

Jack Spencer had little to go on. The 
murder of Ed Fraser in the lion house 
had something to do with it. So did the 
disappearance of Armando. Spencer 
firmly believed it had been the Brazilian 
who had been hurled off the train as it 
passed through the tunnel. Brandt 
would hardly have dared kill Valerie. 
She was much too useful a hostage. 


PENCER began walking faster as he 
neared his own car. He decided to be 
direct—to question Tannen and Leeds, 
put the whole thing squarely up to them. 
But Leeds was the only one in the com- 
partment and he was busy staring out of 
the window into inky blackness, trying 
to figure out where they were. 


“Oh, hello.” He smiled at Spencer. 
“Tannen told me you had a bit of trouble 
with that Gestapo officer.” : 

“Leeds,” Spencer said, “until you ap- 
proached me in the lobby of the hotel at 
Moisdon, I never saw you before. Pve 
talked to you infrequently since then. 
Just who are you, anyway?” 

“Why, I thought everyone knew that.” 
Leeds looked out of the window again. 
“I was the business and advertising 
manager for an American newspaper in 
Paris. The Sphere... We’re going along 
at a pretty good clip. We’re at least two 
hundred miles beyond Dentz already.” 

“How do you know?” Spencer queried. 

Leeds gave him a peculiar glance. “I 
noticed the station as we passed 
through. The city also. We slowed up 
for it.” 

“We passed through Dentz just about 
the time that Valerie disappeared,” 
Spencer accused. “You told me you’d 
been asleep all the time. Now you say 
you were awake. Leeds—you’re a liar, 
I want to see your passport.” 

Leeds laughed. He seemed entirely at 
his ease. So much so that Jack Spencer’s 
suspicions were rising fast. After all, a 
Nazi spy would feel perfectly safe while 
he was in German-conquered territory 
and protected by Gestapo guards. Leeds 
handed over his passport and Spencer 
examined it briefly. He gave it back 
without comment. 

“Suppose we drop the matter,” Leeds 
said. “I hate arguments. Why don’t you 
pick on Tannen for a change?” 

Spencer looked around. Tannen was 
leaning against the compartment door. 
He had apparently been there for some 
time without making his presence 
known. Spencer asked for his passport, 
too, and Tannen produced it. Receiving 
it back, Tannen gave a barely percepti- 
ble jerk of his head and went away. 

“Why,” Spencer asked, “does Herr 
Brandt want you killed, Mr. Leeds?” 

Leeds gasped at that one and sat 
erect. 

“Wants me killed? Good heavens, I 
don’t know! Does he?” > 

“You have less than two hours to 
live,” Spencer told him. “That warning 
should be worth something to you. Pay 
me back by truthfully answering one 
question. ere you, or were you not, 
asleer when Valerie left this compart- 
ment?” 
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Leeds was growing more and more 
nervous. He kept biting his lower lip 
and hardly seemed to hear the consular 
clerk’s question. He recovered his wits 
with a start. 

“J—was asleep,” he declared. “Really, 
I was. Dozing perhaps and I did notice 
us pass through Dentz, but I don’t know 
when Valerie departed, nor where she 
went.” 

Tannen was outside the compartment 
again, impatient to see Jack Spencer 
alone. Spencer walked out and Tannen 
led him to an empty compartment. He 
closed the door, sat down, and leaned 
forward eagerly. 

“I overheard Leeds telling about his 
occupation in Paris. That’s a lie. I knew 
the business manager of the Sphere’s 
Paris Edition. His name was Leeds, too, 
but I never did find out his first name. 
Jack—the Don Leeds we know is a 
fake.” 

“So I’m beginning to comprehend,” 
Spencer said slowly. “You are sure 
about this, Tannen?” ; 

“Im positive. The Leeds who worked 
for that newspaper died in Paris eight 
weeks ago. Of natural causes. Jack, I 
think Leeds turned Valerie over to the 
Gestapo. Probably tricked her into a 
trap of some kind. The same with Ar- 
mando. He’s gone also.” 

“Stay here,” Spencer said. “Pll be 
right back.” 


E HURRIED to the compartment 

which Armando had shared with 
two other men. He asked pertinent ques- 
tions and got quick, honest replies. 

“No, Armando hasn’t returned yet,” 
one man said. “He was talking to us 
when a girl went by—the one who was 
with you all the time in the hotel. Ar- 
mando immediately arose, followed her, 
and that’s the last we’ve seen of him. Is 
anything wrong, Mr. Spencer?” 

“You are the only representative of 
the United States Government aboard 
this train,” the other man broke in. “We 
must rely on you. There won’t be any 
trouble getting to Lisbon, will there?” 

“You'll get there,” Spencer promised 
grimly, “if I have to kill a couple of men 
to make certain of it. Which of these 
suitcases belongs to Armando?” 

He took the one they pointed out, car- 
ried it back to. the compartment where 


Tannen waited and opened the locked 


suitcase by the simple method of cutting 
through its leather side. Clothing and 
papers spilled out. Spencer picked up 
several pieces of paper. They were ad- 
vertising cuts. 

“Look,” he said, and showed them to 
Tannen. “Armando was a business rep- 
resentative and must have taken a lot of 
ads in the Sphere. A long time ago, I’ll 
grant, because no newspaper except 
Nazi-inspired ones have been permitted 
to exist since the occupation. But these 
cuts prove that Armando had dealings 
with the real Don Leeds.” 

“That’s it,” Tannen grunted. “Ar- 
mando knew this Don Leeds was a fake. 
He had reasons for not exposing him 
perhaps, but the false Leeds made cer- 
tain that Armando would do no talking. 
In my opinion, the Brazilian has been 
murdered; Leeds is a Nazi. He must be 
so important that Brandt was willing to 
risk trouble by having one passenger 
missing. Jack, there is something going 
on. Something big, and Leeds is right in 
the middle of the web.” 

There was half a pack of American 
cigarettes in Armando’s bag. Dry and 
carefully hoarded. Spencer gave half to 
Tannen, lighted one for himself and 
stuffed the rest into his pocket. He 
smoked slowly, enjoying every puff to 
its fullest. American cigarettes were as 
rare in Paris as were merciful Nazis. 

The smoke helped him relax, steady 
his nerves, Then they were torn raw 
again. Brandt opened the compartment 
door and stuck his head in. He was 
smiling in high satisfaction. 

“It is getting late, Mr. Spencer. In 
less than two hours we shall be at the 
Border and our little bargain must be 
completed before then, Can I depend on 
you?” 

Spencer grasped the door handle and 
slid it shut so fast that Brandt had to 
leap back. His smile died away and he 
scowled. Then he disappeared. 

“What did he mean?” Tannen asked. 
“Time is getting short? What is that 
bargain you two have?” 

“Y’'m afraid you’ll find out, Tannen,” 
Spencer said. “Don’t ask for unpleasant 
news. I’ve made up my mind, though. 
Leeds is going to tell me the truth. All 
of it—if I have to shoot him.” 

He drew the Luger and calmly 
pumped a bullet into the firing chamber. 
He dropped the gun into a side pocket, 
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but before he could arise, Don Leeds 
hurried past the compartment without 
looking in. Spencer yanked the door 
open, and Tannen grabbed his arm. 

“Jack, what the devil—” 

Jack Spencer pulled himself free. “I 
said I was going to make Leeds talk. 
Valerie’s life depends upon it. Don’t 
try to stop me, Tannen, or you might—” 

He didn’t finish the threat, just hur- 
ried in the same direction which Leeds 
had taken. Tannen sat down slowly, re- 
mained seated for about a minute or 
two, then hurried in pursuit of Spencer. 
He was halfway through the car when a 
single shot rang out. 

Tannen began running, paying no at- 
tention to the anxious queries of the 
passengers. He reached the platform be- 
tween cars and stopped quickly. One of 
the platform doors was ajar. Neither 
Spencer nor Leeds were anywhere 
about. The seal on that door had been 
ruthlessly ripped off. 


CHAPTER IX 
THE STAMP OF GUILT 


ANNEN ran forward again, 
passed through the baggage 
car and still saw nothing of 
Jack Spencer or Leeds. But 
suddenly, as he found him- 
self in the passageway to 
Brandt’s private quarters he 
could hear Spencer’s voice. 

Tannen quickly stepped into the com- 
partment. 

“Brandt,” Jack Spencer said coolly, 
“T’ve killed Leeds. I shot him through 
the head and pushed him out of a plat- 
form door. You’d better have that door 
resealed.” 

“Very good,” Brandt said. “I shall 
have the train searched to see if you are 
telling the truth. What of Herr Tan- 
nen?” 

“He’s next,” Spencer said grimly. 
“I’m beginning to find out how it feels 
to be a Nazi now. If I kept this up, I 
might discover I like to murder people, 
just as you and your kind do. Don’t 
worry—Tannen will be taken care of, 
although I’m still wondering why you 
want those men executed.” 

Brandt leaned back and his chair 
squeaked dismally. 

“T have told you—when people know 
too much, it is time for them to die.” 


Jack Spencer laughed bitterly. “Time 
to die! Brandt, you’re right about me. I 
do know too much. For instance, I’m 
sure that either Leeds, Tannen or Ar- 
mando is a spy. A Nazi agent on his way 
to the United States. What I can’t get 
through my head is why on earth you 
want them murdered? After all, the one 
who is a spy is also a Nazi.” 

Brandt blanched when Spencer ad- 
mitted his knowledge of a spy’s presence 
on the train. For a moment it looked as 
if the Gestapo officer was going to take 
action. Spencer’s hand slid into his side 
coat pocket and curled around the Luger. 

“You are mistaken,” Brandt said 
finally. “Why should we try to send one 
of our agents to the United States in 
such a foolish manner when a subma- 
rine could deposit him on the coast any 
time we choose?” 

“Ah—you forget, Herr Brandt,” 
Spencer reproved, “that I have been in 
Unoccupied France and able to listen to 
a short-wave radio. I got all the news 
from home. Eight of your spies tried 
that trick. Six are dead—two are in 
prison. Your espionage outfit in the 
United States has been crippled by the 
work of J. Edgar Hoover and his F.B.I. 
You need a leader there, someone to knit 
the loose threads together again and 
make a workable organization out of the 
remnants. Only a man who could enter 
the country legally would be able to do 
that.” 

“I have no time to talk,” Brandt 
snapped. “It is enough that the girl will 
be spared only if you now kill Tannen 
and then yourself.” 

Jack Spencer took one of Armando’s 
cigarettes from his pocket, lighted it 
and crossed his legs. Through a window 
behind Brandt, he could see that the 
train was moving at a terrific rate. 

Brandt ordered him out, harshly. 
Spencer grinned and blew a mouthful of 
smoke into the Gestapo man’s face. For 
half an hour he sat there while Brandt 
fumed. To all of the Nazi’s threats, he 
had only one answer. 

“My time limit isn’t up yet and if I 
choose to stay here, that’s my business. 
Kick me out and Pll yell the whole story 
all over the train. You know, Brandt, I 
don’t think you like this spy—whoever 
he may be. I think you want him mur- 
gara because you may then take his 
place.” 


78 DETECTIVE NOVELS MAGAZINE 


“Why should I ask for such a perilous 
job?” Brandt snarled. 

“Ah,” Spencer chuckled, “then it is 
true. Why, Brandt? Because the United 
States is a pretty good place. Even with 
its rubber and gas rationing, a little less 
meat perhaps, a few privations, but if 
that rationing was cut in half we'd still 
live ten times better than any Nazi, and 
fifty times better than those poor devils 
you conquered. Good heavens, man, ask 
me something difficult to answer.” 

Brandt arose menacingly. “You will 
go or I shall have you executed where 
you sit. Is that quite clear?” 


PENCER knew the game was over. 

He got up and sauntered in the direc- 
tion of the baggage car. While he had 
been seated there, taunting Brandt, his 
mind had been extremely busy. First, 
with the idea that Valerie had been 
snatched from beneath Leeds’ nose. That 
was impossible. She would have put up 


a terrific fuss. Therefore, she went will- - 


ingly and Leeds knew why and where 
she was going. 

Spencer tried to puzzle out just where 
Brandt could have hidden the girl. After 


all, hiding places on a speeding train are - 


few. Wherever she was, that place must 
be thought secure by its simple obvious- 
ness, 

Spencer walked across the baggage 
car. One Gestapo man was on duty 
there, eyeing him ominously. The big, 
coffinlike crate was standing on end once 
more. Spencer’s eyes sparkled. He 
turned suddenly and threw himself at 
the Nazi guard. ; 

This act was accomplished so fast the 
German didn’t even have time to cry out 
an alarm. Spencer got the man’s neck in 
a viselike grip, shoved a knee into his 
back and pulled him over. Gradually, 
the Nazi’s face turned bluish. His strug- 
gles ceased and he slid limply to the floor 
when Jack Spencer let him go. 

The American hurried to the big 
crate, tipped it over, and this time it 
wasn’t quite so heavy. He found the 
same screw driver and set to work. 
When the lid came free, he saw Valerie 
inside, tied ‘and gagged. Her eyes 
pleaded with him. Spencer leaned close 
and whispered : 

“I don’t know but I ought to let you 
stay there, darling. You got me into an 
awful mess.” 


She wagged her head energetically. 
He took out a knife, cut her loose, and 
she swayed a bit after he stood her up. 

“Jack”— she wetted her lips between 
words—“I went for a walk and they 
seized me. I was rolled into a big blanket 
and two Gestapo men carried me right 
through the train. Nobody paid any at- 
tention.” 

“People being repatriated don’t usu- 
ally observe things too closely, Val,” he 
said grimly. “They are more concerned 
with minding their own business and 
getting out of this Dark Age continent. 
I have no time for explanations now. 
How are you at riding the top of a train 
moving plenty of miles an hour?” 

“PH do anything if it means those— 
those beasts won’t get me again, Jack!” 
she declared. 

“Then come forward quickly. We’ll 
open one of the platform doors between 
this baggage car and Brandt’s private 
car. Nobody can see us there. Come on.” 

He got the door open, whispered in- 
structions in Valerie’s ear and gave her 
a boost up. She seized some projection 
on the roof of the car and he saw two 
lovely, silken-clad legs hurriedly vanish 
from sight. He closed the door, replaced 
the seal as well as he.could and started 
walking toward the rear of the train. 
His plan was working out. 

When he pushed open the door of the 
car to which he and his party had been 
assigned, he saw Tannen suddenly start 
moving back. Tannen held up both 
hands as if he hoped they would shield 
him from a bullet. 

“No!” he half-screamed. “Jack, you 
can’t do it. Jack—don’t! I’m your 
friend. Don’t kill me!” 

Spencer kept on going, features im- 
passive, steps almost robotlike in their 
steady advance. Suddenly Tannen 
changed his tactics and charged straight 
at the American. His frenzy lent him 
strength and speed. He brushed past 
Spencer and began running madly. The 
chase began. 

Spencer went after him. Tannen kept 
yelling that he was to be murdered, but 
the passengers either decided this was 
some new form of entertainment or they 
trusted Jack Spencer enough to know 
that Tannen must have gone stark mad. 
At least, no one made any attempt to 
hinder the consular clerk’s progress. 

When he reached the baggage car 
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door and opened it, he was Tannen 
crouched in a corner, shivering with ter- 
ror. Slowly Spencer drew the Luger 
from his pocket. With the same motion 
he glanced at his wrist-watch. By the 
planned speed of this train they should 
be streaking across a corner of neutral 
territory within twenty minutes now. 
Then there would be a stop at a neutral 
railroad station where the passengers 
would be transferred to another train. 
That was why Brandt had given him a 
time limit, 

Jack Spencer saw that the Gestapo 
guard had been removed. He calmly 
locked the door behind him, kept his gun 
trained on Tannen and walked to the 
other door. He locked this one also. 

Turning slowly, he leveled the Luger. 
His finger squeezed trigger. The gun 


slug wouldn’t harm you. Brandt loaded 
the gun to capacity, with real bullets. 
Like this one.” 

The gun blazed. Tannen shrieked a 
curse and plunged headlong toward 
Spencer. Instead of a bullet he met a 
hard fist that rocked him back on his 
heels. Then Spencer closed and punched 
until Tannen howled for mercy. He 
talked—mostly about the way Brandt 
had doublecrossed him. He swore a ter- 
rible vengeance, promising that both 
Spencer and Valerie should go free. 

Then Tannen got to his feet. The train 
had stopped and he knew it. Brandt had 
not put in an appearance yet. He could 
not figure things out until the side doors 
of the baggage car slid back. 

Four men, armed with tommy guns, 
jumped in. They were dressed in dark 


bucked. Tannen gave a jerk and a howl 
of astonishment. Three or four inches to 
the left of his head was a small bullet- 
hole through the side of the car. 

Spencer fired again and then twice 
more. Each time he came reasonably 
close, but managed to miss. Tannen’s 
terror now became something to behold. 
He was waving his hands and trying to 
talk at the same time, but his throat had 
become too parched. Only unintelligible 
croaks came out. 

Spencer kept the gun trained on him. 

“Brandt isn’t coming—did you notice 
that, Tannen?” he asked. “Brandt wants 
you killed. He’s smart. If I kill you, his 
responsibility is gone. Both to the Reich 
and to the United States. He’ll simply 
tell your superiors I got out of hand and 
tell United States officials that I went 
stark, raving mad. You thought the sec- 
ond bullet in the gun would either be a 
blank or have so little powder that the 
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civilian clothes. Behind them came Don 
Leeds, similarly armed. Jack Spencer 
dropped the Luger he held and stood 
aside. Tannen was tied up and swung 
like a sack of potatoes out the door. A 
moment later, a car motor started up. 
“Brandt has been taken care of.” 
Leeds grinned at Spencer. “I suppose 
you still can’t imagine what we’re up 


“Oh, yes, I can,” Spencer said. 
“You’ve just taken Tannen right out of 
my hands. He’s the spy who was planted 
among us. You’re another, Leeds, with 
one big difference. He is Nazi and you— 
are British. I knew this when I checked 
your passports. Tannen’s was impressed 
with a stolen U. S. Government seal 
which was in Brandt’s office at Moisdon. 
I impressed a blank piece of paper with 
that seal and kept the impression. Most 
of those seals have little peculiarities, 
like the print of a typewriter. Tannen’s 
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passport was faked and that seal used 
on it.” 


EEDS chuckled. 

“T had an idea you were wise,” he 
said, “and I thought you were about 
ready to get rough so I decided it was 
time to start things humming. I got past 
you, all right, reached the top of the 
train and made my way to the engine. I 
stuck up the crew and made them really 
shovel on the coal. We’re two miles from 
a neutral Border. The area is deserted 
and we, as British subjects, are within 
our rights to attack this train.” 

“Nobody said you weren't,” Jack 
Spencer told him. “It had to be Tanhen, 
of course. Ed Fraser was murdered in 
that lion’s house because he knew Tan- 
nen and would expose the man who was 
posing as Tannen. Armando died be- 
cause he was too suspicious. Tannen be- 
lieved that Armando was wise to him 
when really Armando was just trying to 
find out why you were posing as Don 
Leeds. You’re not Leeds, of course.” 

“My name is Kincaid.” The British 
agent nodded. “Oh, yes—Valerie is on 
her way to this car now. I left her to 
handle the train crew while I came back 
and pulverized Brandt. She’s a British 
agent also. The two of us have been 
after von Graum—our mutual friend 
who took Tannen’s identity—for weeks. 
He operated in London for a time and 
murdered two people there. We wanted 
him for that and we got him, even 
though we had practically to snatch him 
from the grasp of our ally. Thanks, 
Jack, you were helpful.” 


“Don’t kid yourself,” Jack Spencer 
said. “I was only helping myself. Brandt 
had me on a spot. I was go | awe to kill 
you. They suspected you, o 


course. You 


arranged that for me nicely, by climbing 
to the top of the train. Tannen—or 
whatever his name is—really believed I 
had shot you. I let him think so, too—I 
let him hear me report the fact to 
Brandt. Then I went after Tannen.” 

“T heard the shots, Jack. Couldn’t 
make up my mind if you really were fin- 
ishing him off.” 

“Brandt gave me a prepared gun. The 
bullet meant for you would have done 
the job. The second—for -Tannen— 
wouldn’t even have wounded him. What 
neither of them knew was that I’d 
swiped another Luger and hidden it here 
in the baggage car. I switched guns, 
fired at Tannen and made him think 
Brandt was doublecrossing him. Tannen 
promptly confessed. Leeds—or Kincaid 
—who was that man they murdered in 
the hotel lobby?” 

“One of our chaps,” the British agent 
said. “He discovered who the spy was 
and came to tell us. Just pryor to that, 
they’d arrested Valerie. It was pure 
luck that you came along and got her out 
of it.” 

Jack Spencer swung out of the side 
door and dropped to the ground. 

“This is going to create an awful 
smell in the State Department,” he said, 
“but we'll iron it out. I’m going forward 
and see what’s delaying Valerie.” 

“Good luck,” the British agent called 
out. “If you don’t mind, we’ll let her 
continue the trip on Anita Clark’s pass- 
port. Safer that way. She can come back 
from America by plane.” 

“Tf I don’t mind?” Spencer shouted. 
“Brother, I was going to insist on the 
same thing. When you promise to com- 
mit two murders and then suicide for 
the sake of a girl, you really want to 
know her better.” 
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The newcomer fired and the mobster collapsed on the bed 


LL TALK ABOUT YOU 


By SAM MERWIN, JR. 


Death isnt far away when a radio news 


commentator tells the world he knows a killer! 


ONY BARRON walked out 

of his apartment house into a 
murder. To most people, this 

may not sound remarkable. New 
York, to them, is the Babylon of 
which O’Henry and MacIntyre and 
Winchell have written in lurid terms 
—a city of grifters and racketeers 
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and fast women in which anything 
can happen and usually does. 

Though records may appear to bear 
them out, they forget the immense 
size of the place. Nine-tenths of the 
resident population live thoroughly 
humdrum lives, patronize their neigh- 
borhood movies and live their bife 
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spans entirely unaware of the turgid 
sea of violence that makes outlanders 
shudder deliciously. 

Tony Barron was no stranger to 
violence. In his years as a foreign 
correspondent, he’d covered wars and 
riots all over the world. He’d even 
been torpedoed once, in the tropics. 
While there, he had picked up a pack- 
age of malaria that had kept him out 
of the armed forces in the present 
crisis, 

But as a native New Yorker and, 
latterly, as a radio news commenta- 
tor, he had not expected to meet it on 
his well-policed doorstep. New York 
City was his home, his native town. 
Naturally, he felt safe there. 

He was enroute to the studio, play- 
ing mental handball with the usua! 
worries about his broadcast material 
and the reactions of Fred Flanders, 
the candy maker who was his spon- 
sor, when he stepped onto the side- 
walk. As such, he was only half 
aware of the stocky man in the gray 
suit who emerged: from a cab and 
hurried toward him. 

Even the sound of the shot sounded 
at first like the inevitable automobile 
backfire. But to a man who has been 
under gunfire, the crack of a pistol 
has a vicious unmistakable some- 
thing, and he snapped abruptly out of 
his revery. 

The stocky man kept right on walk- 
ing for a full five more steps. He 
opened his mouth as if he were going 
to say something. But instead of 
words, a whinny came out—a high, 
rasping abrupt sound that went into 
a glissando and faded to a moan. 
With which he fell forward on his 
face and lay there on the sidewalk, 
twitching. There was a widening 
crimson splotch on his back. 

A cab started quickly, picked up 
speed with a roar. As it came by, 
Tony recorded it photographically in 
his trained journalist’s mind. The 
driver was a thin, hook-nosed type 
whose beetling black brows showed 
briefly under the brim of his hat, 


In the back seat, well concealed by 
shadows, sat another, larger man, en- 
gaged in stuffing something under his 
coat. Tony caught a flash of a round, 
smooth-shaven jowl and a pair of 
flashing eyes that drilled him from 
under a snap-brimmed fedora. 

Then Tony was writing down the 
cab number on a piece of copy paper 
as the car took the corner on two 
wheels. The doorman came racing up, 


his eyes goggling. He wet his nervous 


lips with his tongue. 

“Shall I get the doctor?” he asked 
foolishly. Tony shook his head. “Get 
the police,” he said. “This man’s 
dead. Here’s the number of the cab 
the murder was committed from.” 

He walked the few feet to the cab 
from which the victim had emerged. 
Its driver was still sitting there as if 
he’d been turned to stone. But Tony’s 
first question restored him to life. 

“Geez, I don’t know nothin’,” he 
said. “This lug picks me up over in 
Times Square and tells me to come 
here. Then he tells me to wait. He 
slips me twelve bits, so it’s okay. 
Then he gets out in a hurry and— 
bing. He’s done to a turn.” 


HE police arrived then and took 

over. The dead man was identified 
by papers found on his body as one 
Martin Keck. Which meant nothing 
to Tony, or, apparently, to anyone 
else present. Tony identified himself, 
told his story and was permitted to 
go ahead to his broadcast. 

Dick von Traube, the slick-voiced 
announcer, and Fred Flanders, the 
sponsor were there ahead of him in 
the office, waiting for him to give the 
script a final going over in view of 
the latest war bulletins in over the 
wires. 

“You’re late,” said Flanders. 

He was a trimly solid man of early 
middle age whose barbering and 
manicure exuded success and whose 
faultlessly tailored suit left no doubt 
of its cost. Tony shrugged, explained 
the cause of his delay. 


PLL TALK 


“You mean this poor devil was 
slaughtered at your feet?” von Traube 
asked incredulously. “Are you okay 
for the broadcast?” 

“Sure,” said Tony, though he felt 
hollow and jittery inside. “Remem- 
ber, I’ve seen a lot of violent death. 
My one interest in a case like this lies 
in catching the killer.” 

“You'd better leave it alone, Tony,” 
said Flanders mildly. “You’re worth 
far too much to us to go around play- 
ing detective.” 

“Tll remember that at option 
time,” said Tony. “Now let’s see— 
we'd better get about two more para- 
graphs on the North Atlantic strug- 
gle. Weve been top-heavy on Aus- 

tralia the last few weeks.” 

` So, in routine fashion, they sweated 
it out. When Tony’s mind wandered 
as he paused to light a cigarette or 
pour himself a glass of water, he had 
an annoying tendency to see that poor 
fellow fall to the sidewalk, but he 
managed to push the murder to a 
back pigeon-hole in his well-ordered 
mind. After all, it was police busi- 
ness, and he was no police-news com- 
mentator. 

It was during the broadcast itself 
that he began to feel a sense of per- 
sonal outrage. Come to think of it, he 
might have been shot himself. 

People had no right to go around 
killing people on his doorstep. He, 
who had braved bombs and shellfire 
in a dozen war-torn countries, felt 
afraid — but more annoyed than 
afraid. Such things didn’t happen to 
him—in New York. 

And then—he must have hurried 
the broadcast in his few moments of 
aberration—he saw the engineer 
making frantic signals through his 
window. A quick glance at the studio 
clock told him the worst. He was a 
full minute ahead of schedule. 

“In conclusion,” he said, the para- 
graphs falling into place as he talked, 
“let me state authoritatively that if 
it is any reassurance to my listeners 
in these trying times, the Axis powers 
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are not the only gangsters in the 
world. 

“On my way to the studio this eve- 
ning, a man was shot down at my feet 
on the sidewalk. He-was shot in the 
back as ruthlessly and mercilessly 
and Jawlessly as any victim of Hitler 
or Hirohito. 

“His killer got away in a car ap- 
parently driven by an’ accomplice. 
This driver was a lean, evil, beetle- 
browed young man with a thin hook 
nose. The gunman, a heavier type, 
was also smooth-shaven, Their cab, a 
Lavender, bore the number CT3446. 
If anyone saw this vehicle in the 
upper East Side between the hours 
of five and six this evening, will he 
please report it to the police? These 
men must be caught. Good-night.” 


HE broadcast came to its conclu- 

sion with a commercial extolling 
the wonders of Flanders’ Candies in 
Dick von Traube’s mellifluous tones. 
Off the air, he turned to Tony, shak- 
ing his head and mopping his pompa- 
doured brow. 

“What got into you?” he asked. 

“T don’t know,” said Tony, “I was 
so mad about it, I hurried the broad- 
cast and used it for filler. So what? 
It’s news.” 

“You ain’t Winchell,” said Dick. 
Flanders came hurrying in, scowling, 
shot questions on the same tack. 

“T thought maybe I’d help catch 
them,” said Tony. “But I guess l 
didn’t have much to say. Let’s skip 
itz” 

“T hope you can,” said Flanders. 
“Killers don’t like witnesses. And I 
want you on the air for me, not in the 
East River.” 

A page-boy came into the studio, 
carrying a note for Tony. He opened 
it, saw that it announced a telephone 
call. Shrugging, he picked up the 
phone beside the microphone. 

“Barron?” said a deep voice with 
an oddly flat tone. 

“Speaking,” said Tony. 

“Brother,” 


said the voice with 
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ironic sympathy, “did you know that 
you were asking for trouble just now 
on the air when you talked about 
what you thought you saw? You 
wouldn’t want that, would you?” 

“I’m no brother of yours,” snapped 
Tony, motioning for one of the others 
to get busy tracing the call. 

“You’re tellin’ me!” said the voice. 
“If you was my brother, you wouldn’t 
have sounded off. Don’t do it again, 
unless you want the same medicine 
Keck got. Get that!” 

The phone clicked off. Tony turned 
to von Traube, who was on another 
instrument. But a sudden rush of 
fan calls to the switchboard had made 
tracing impossible. Flanders, who 
had sunk into a chair, listening to his 
account, leaned.forward, stabbing the 
air with his forefinger, his voice 
hoarse with excitement. 

“T told you so!” he said. “Tony, do 
what the man says, Let the police 
handle it. They can protect them- 
selves.” 

“Implying that I can’t?” said Tony 
mildly. 

He was so angry he didn’t dare 
raise his voice. He felt thoroughly 
pushed around, and he didn’t like it. 
The call had been all he’d needed. 

With a curt good-night to his spon- 
sor and announcer, he stomped out of 
the studio. The idea of being muzzled 
by a mob of cheap hoodlums who 
solved their problems with guns in- 
furiated him. 

He went directly back to his apart- 
ment, wishing to be alone for awhile 
to get over his anger and decide what 
to do. But at the desk, the clerk in- 
formed him a young lady was waiting 
to see him in the downstairs foyer. 

He turned and saw a brown-haired 
girl whose dark eyes had been re- 
cently enlarged by tears. She had 
firm smooth skin, a nice figure and 
features. 

“Pm Tony Barron,” he told her 
curtly. “Is there anything I can do 
for you, Miss—” 


“Keck,” she said. “Marta Keck. 


Martin—the man who was killed— 
was my brother, I’d like to talk to 
you—alone.” 

“Come on upstairs,” he said. “I 
think the occasion warrants breaking 
a convention nobody keeps anymore.” 


HE LED the way to the elevator, 
rode with her in silence till they 
were in his square living room that 
overlooked the river. He offered her 
a drink, which was gratefully ac- 
cepted, waited for her to begin. 

“Did you mean what you said over 
the air, Mr. Barron?” she asked. 
“That you wanted to catch Martin’s 
murderers?” 

“I did,” he said, lighting a ciga- 
rette. “Why?” 

“Mr. Barron, my brother was on 
his way to see you when he was killed. 
I’m convinced that he was killed be- 
cause he came to see you.” 

“For heaven’s sake, why?” said 
Tony, startled. 

She hesitated, began her story, 
picking her words carefully. Consid- 
ering what she’d been through that 
evening, she was in fine control of 
herself, 

She was, it seemed, a secretary- 
receptionist for a major midtown in- 
surance firm. Her brother had worked 
for the same firm as an investigator 
and adjuster. They had lived together 
in a comfortable if unfashionable 
Greenwich Village apartment. 

“Tt all started when Pietro—he 
runs the magazine and tobacco store 
on our corner—came to him, crying. 
He was taking a beating from rack- 
eteers and didn’t dare go to the police. 
He thought perhaps Martin could do 
something for him.” 

“Not an uncommon yarn, I fear,” 
said Tony quietly. 

“T know that,” she said. “So did 
Martin. After all, you can’t be an 
insurance investigator for ten years 
and stay naive. But we liked Pietro 
and Martin wanted to do what he 
could. Then he found out that other 
little stores, all over the city, were 


getting the same attention from these 
fellows. 

“Martin began to make it a point to 
drop into these little shops and ask. 
He could tell even when they wouldn’t 
talk. He said silence told him as much 
as a statement. Getting proof was 
something else, These people were all 
afraid to talk. 

“But Martin knew his stuff. I don’t 
know how he did it, but he began to 
make charts of some kind. And then, 
last night, he told me he thought he 
had something. And he decided to 
pay you a visit and enlist your aid. 
Those were his exact words.” 

“You couldn’t tell me why he se- 
lected me?” Tony asked curiously. 
“Police crimes aren’t my usual line.” 

“T can’t,” she said quietly. 

There was a quiet forthrightness 
about her that drew him to her, made 
him want to help her. She fumbled 
with her handbag, pulled out a well- 
tilled manila envelope. 

“But here are the charts. I thought 
perhaps they might mean something 
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to you. He was studying them last 
night when he decided to come to see 
you.” 

Tony took the envelope from her, 
gave its contents a cursory examina- 
tion. Some eighty store addresses 
were listed, below each of them were 
the names of various products. Evi- 
dently these products were sold by 
the stores. They included gums, 
candies, razor blades, toys, types .of 
soft drinks. 

Most of the stores, he noticed, were 
clustered in the village or in the re- 
gion of the insurance company em- 
ploying the Kecks. He didn’t make 
much of it. After further talk with _ 
the girl, he asked if he could take 
her home. She thanked him, and he 
rode her downtown in a taxicab. 

“May I have your phone number?” 
he asked at her door. “Don’t get me 
wrong. But I want to keep in touch.” 


ARTA smiled and scribbled it 
for him on a piece of paper. He 
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wondered why he’d bothered to ex- 
plain himself, decided he must have 
been kidding himself as to his in- 
tentions. The girl had a quality, a 
fineness that made him remind him- 
self of the task he’d agreed to under- 
take for her. It was no time for ro- 
mance—or was it? 

Then he rode on down to Police 
Headquarters, where a few minutes 
sufficed to have him shown a file of 
photographs of all gangsters with 
records and bushy brows. The lieu- 
tenant in charge of the case seemed 
more than glad to oblige. 

“It isn’t often,” he said, “that a 
man as busy as you are, Mr. Barron, 
cooperates so fully with us on a case 
that doesn’t concern him. You know, 
of course, that it involves a certain 
amount of risk. If you want us to 
detail a man—” 

“You need your men with this war 
on,” said Tony. 

He didn’t want a police shadow. 
The case, already a personal affair to 
him, had become trebly so with the 
threatening phone call and the reve- 
lation by Marta Keck that her 
brother had been en route to see him 
when he was shot down in cold blood. 

He pretended a fuzziness of mem- 
ory that was not so. He recalled that 
driver’s face perfectly — he hadn’t 
been a crack journalist for nothing 
—but he had sound foundation for 
feeling he was up against a well- 
organized gang. If this were so, and 
the police descended on one of its 
lesser members, the fellow would be 
either shipped out of town or elim- 
inated entirely. 

The twenty-sixth photograph he 
looked at was the one he was seek- 
ing. But he kept right on to the end 
of the stack. Then he went through 
it again, setting a half dozen aside. 
Feigning doubt, he asked and got the 
names of all these men, managed to 
learn their hideouts as known to 
police. 

“We'll pull ’em all in for you,” said 
the lieutenant grimly. 

“I wouldn’t do that,” said Tony. 


“After all, I got the barest kind of a 
look. I wouldn’t like to blacken the 
name of some innocent chap on my 
poor memory.” 

“T wouldn’t worry about any of 
these fellows,” said the lieutenant, 
his chin moving forward. But Tony 
sighed. 

“I wish I were surer,” he said. 

Feeling fairly certain that he’d de- 
ferred any immediate mass dragnet, 
he left, took his way back uptown. 
His face was set tautly as he sat in 
the back of a cab. 

Ike Morrell was the man who had 
driven the murder vehicle. He had a 
record of pickpocketing, stealing cars 
and other lesser gang activities. Now 
on parole, he lived in a furnished 
room far over on East Tenth Street, 
near Avenue B. 

Tony let his cab go at Astor Place, 
walked toward the address. The 
streets were dark, and the life with 
which they teemed in daylight and 
the earlier evening had faded. His 
destination was a bulge-breasted 
shabby slum tenement house whose 
scrap-littered facade was further de- 
faced by rusty twin fire-escapes. 

The door was unlocked, and a dim 
light glowed in the dirty, shabby 
hall. Moving quietly, Tony got the 
lettering of the apartments straight, 
located Ike Morrell’s room on the 
third floor front thanks to a tar- 
nished brass plate for residents’ 
names and room numbers by the 
front door. He thanked the parole 
system mentally. 

He heard noises of battle or revelry 
or both coming from several apart- 
ments, then made his way back to the 
sidewalk. There he surveyed the 
street, made sure no one was coming 
and scrambled up the rough stone 
front of the building until he could 
clamber aboard the left-hand fire-es- 
cape. 


E MADE the third-floor hallway 
without rousing a hue and cry, 
paused a moment in its sheltering 
darkness to mop his brow. The full 
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flavor of the odorous tenement curled 
his nostrils. Then he proceeded di- 
rectly to Ike Morrell’s door, knocked 
softly. 

“Who’s there?” asked a nasal voice. 

Tony didn’t answer, but kept on 
knocking softly. Finally, after con- 
siderable unabashed swearing, the 
door was opened a noteh, and a bushy 
brow appeared. 

Tony went crashing in, pushed the 
suddenly terrified mobster back onto 
an unmade bed with the force of his 
charge. Moving quickly, he went 
back and shut the door. When he 
turned back to the gangster, who was 
taller than his thinness had sug- 
gested, the latter was fumbling in his 
pocket. 

The commentator hit him full on 
the chin while his right hand was 
thus occupied. Morrell went spinning 
backward onto the bed again, bleat- 
ing with terror. Then Tony was on 
top of him, wresting his gun away. 
That matter attended to, the radio 
man sat down in a rickety wooden 
armchair, lit a cigarette. 

“Okay, Ike,” he said quietly. “Let’s 
talk.” 
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by Rufus King 
« by Leslie Ford 


by Helen Reilly 


“How’d you get here? Who are 


| you?” the gangster asked. 


“You know who I am,” said Tony. 
“Just to relieve your memory, I’m 
Tony Barron. I saw you driving away 
from the scene of Martin Keck’s mur- 
der a few hours ago.” 

“I was a mile away. I got friends 
to prove it,” said Ike. 

“T don’t doubt it,” said Tony, bal- 
ancing the gun on the palm of his 
hand. “But remember this, Ike—I 
saw you. I have nothing against you, 
no reason to want to do you harm. 
So I’m going to pack a lot more 
weight with a jury than any hood- 
lum perjurers you can get together 
to clear you of being an accomplice 
to murder.” 

“You’re nuts,” said Ike. “I could 
have you pinched for breaking in 
here and assaulting me with a deadly 
weapon.” 

“Why don’t you do that?” said 
Tony. I’m sure the police would be 
glad to know that you, a man on 
parole, are packing a gun. Or don’t 
you think the fact would matter?” 

“You talk too much, spieler,” said 
Ike sullenly, but he was licked. It 
was in his eyes, in the sag of his 
shoulders. “What do you want, any- 
way? I ain’t done nothin’ to you.” 

“T want to know why Keck was 
killed,” said Tony, flicking ashes on 
the threadbare remains of a throw 
rug. “And I want to know who did 


by Jonathan Latimer | the shooting. It won’t be like giving 


it to the police, but if I tell them 
later, it may help you soften the rap.” 
“Mister,” said the mobster nery- 


by Q. Patrick | ously, “if I told you that, Pd take a 


rap that no one could beat. And it 
wouldn’t be from the police either. 
So it’s nothin’ doin’.” 

“I remember a fellow named Dixie 
Davis,” said Tony. “He did a lot of 
talking and living if I remember.” 

“T ain’t no Davis,” said Ike. “And 
you ain’t no Dewey. And my boss 
ain’t no Luciano. He’s tougher.” 

“You'll talk,” said Tony, rising and 
slipping the gun into his hip pocket. 
“Im going to make you.” 
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There was cold fire in the com- 
mentator’s eyes as he advanced on 
Ike Morrell, who cringed on the bed, 
his eyes little pools of fright beneath 
their bushy brews. 

The mobster and his code of gang 
ethics represented everything Tony 
instinctively hated. He reached a 
powerful hand out and yanked Mor- 
rell to his feet. 

Then he slugged his thin opponent 
with a crashing backhand wallop, 
and Morrell collapsed on the bed, 
moaning. Tony moved forward to 
lift him again. Then he paused. Had 
he heard a noise outside? 


HE door was flung open. The fear 

on the face of the man on the bed 
grew pitiable. His mouth opened 
wide, and he lifted a hand as if to 
shield his wizened face. 

“No, Tap!” he screamed. 

In the same instant, the newcomer 
triggered his automatic at the fran- 
tic Morrell, and the mobster col- 

[Turn page} 


High School Course 
Celta Many Finish in 2 Years 


Goas rapidly as Gime and abilities permit: Course 
for college 


‘prepares 
a 
teed re 


HAND-COLORED in Oil 


PHOTO ENLARGEMENT 


Beautifully mounted in 7x9 
white frame mat. Made from any 3 C 
PLUS 3c STAMP 


paateye aph, snapshot or nega- “ 
tive. Original returned. Send 

35¢ and stamp—no other charges, 

‘GRAPH, Dept. TF-33 

3127 Milwaukee Ave., ` GI 3127 Milwaukee Ave., Chicago. for Mailino IN for Mailing 
Songs & poems wanted. NO CHARGE FOR MELODIES. 
Your chance to write a song with writer of “‘Goodnite Sweet- 
heart,” “Show Me Way to Go Home,” “Organ Played At Twi- 
light.” Send your material today for free exam. and details. 
SONGLAND . DEPT. 2 . P. O. BOX 590 

Beverly Hills, California 


1SED ad ance 
peas Pa ses 


321 S. Wabash 


Complete home-study courses and 
 self-instruction books, slightly used. 
Sold, rented, exchanged. All sub- 
jects, Satisfaction Guaranteed. Cash 
paid for used courses. Full details 
and 84-page illustrated bargain 
catalog FREE. Write today! 

Dept. 227 Chicago 


NELSON CO. 


BUY WAR BONDS AND STAMPS 


How do you KNOW you can’t WRITE? 


Wins Writing Success Though 
Crippled With Arthritis 


“When I became almost crippled 
with arthritis, N.I. A. training 
proved its value. I began acting 
as loeal correspondent for two pa- 
pers. Then, I started a publication 
of my own. “The Beekeeper’ be- 
came & reality anda success. Were 
F physically able, I would crawl 
to the top of the house and shout 
the merits of N.I. A, Training.” 

—ELMER CARROLHE, 
Route 3, Box 540, Lansing, Mich. 


HAYE you ever tried? Have you ever at- 
tempted even the least bit of training, un- 
der competent guidance? 

Or have you been sitting back, as it is so 
easy to do, waiting for the day to come when 
you will awaken all of a sudden to the dis- 


covery “I am a writer”? 

If the latter course is the one of your choosing, you 
paoa never will write. Lawyers must be law rere 

ngineers must be draftsmen. We all know that, in 
our times, the egg dees come before the chicken. 

It is seldom that anyone becomes a writer until he 
{or she) has been writing for some time. That is why 
so many authors and writers spring up out of the 
newspaper business. Phe day-to-day necessity of 
SAHT at gathering material about which to write 
—develops their talent, their insight, their back- 
ground and their confidence as nothing else could. 

That is why the Newspaper Institute of America 
bases its writing instruction on journalism—continu- 
ous writing—the training that has produced so many 
suceessful authors. 


Copyright 1943 Newspaper Institute of America 


89 


Learn to write by writing 


NPEVOAEE Institute training is based on the New 
York Copy Desk Method. It starts and keeps yoù writ- 
ing in your own home, on your own time. Week by week you 
receive actual assignments, just as if you were right at work 
on a great metropolitan Your writing is individually 
corrected and eonstructive! "criticized by veteran writers. 
You will find that (instead of vainly trying to copy someone 
else’s writing tricks) you are rapidly devel- 
wie your ovm distinctive, self-flavored 
yle—undergoing an experience that has a 

thr to it = which at the same time de- 


NOTICE TO 


the power to make your CANADIANS 
feelings articulate. 

Many people who should bo writing be- | Newspaper Insti- 
come awe-struck by fabulous stories about | tute’s operations in 
millionaire authors and give little thought Canada have been 
to the $2 $50 and $200 or more t that can peered p ae 

m be earn: ‘or material that takes little hang 
time to write—stories, articles on business, ontrol d, and 


Board, 
to facilitate all 


hobbies, travels, sports, recipes, war work, 0 
financial trans- 


civilian defense, etc—things that can easily 


be turned out in leisure hours, and often ions, a special 
on the impulse of the moment. Permit bas heer as- 

Let us help you test your native abilities. | signed to their 
Our interesting Writing Aptitude Test will | account with The 
do it. It’s free—entirely without obliga- Canadian Bank of 
tion. Send the coupon today. Newspaper erce, Mont- 
Institute of America, One Park Avenue, 

ork 16, N. Y. (Founded 1925) 

E eee S 

NEWSPAPER INSTITUTE or PREDICA 

@ Park Avenue, New York f 
"Send me, without cost or aoe your Writing Aptitude | 

Test and further information about writing for profit. 

Mrs, | 

TY 2, oaa E E S E I D SENER EEE Purevesesense 

Miss | 


AAGO: opia S 
(All correspondence confidential. No salesman will — Care 


eS ee a e e o e e e 


don’t WORRY 


t up with years of 

needles di ssa ong ane 
worry? Try a Brooks Au 
matic’ Air Cushion; This 
marvelous appliance opa 
mits the opening to close, 
yet holdsreducible rupture 
securely,comfortably—day 
and night. Thousands report amazing 
Light, neat-fitting. No hard pads or stiff springs 
to chafe or gouge. Made for men, women and 
childven, Durable, cheap, Sent on trial to prove it. 
Never sold in stores. Beware of imitations. Write for 
Free Book on Rupture, no-risk trial order plan, and 
procf of results. All correspondence confidential. 
BROOKS COMPANY, 182-3 State St., Marshall, Mich, 


6th YEAR 


A We make FALSE TEETH for 

you from your own impres- 

fm sions in strict accordance 
with new U. S. Law. 


Low 
0 DAY TRIAL 
MONEY. BACK GUARANTEE 09 
SATISFACTION protects you. e Today for Free 


SEND NO MONEY Britt atond thetertat 9 
J. B. CLEVELAND DENTAL PLATE CO. 
DEPT. 2-P3 EAST ST. LOUIS, ILLINOIS 
Paypostman$1 plus few cents postage on delivery. 
HY $1.25 money order only.) Order 


today, 
ay MMfg.Co.,Dept.258, NeaveBldg..Cincinnati2, 9. 
patent. Don’t delay. Get 


l NV ENTO RS Free “Patent Guide.” 


CLARENCE A. O'BRIEN & HARVEY JACOBSON 
oe istered Patent Aftornays 
38-K Adams Building 


Washington, D. C. 
SONG POEMS 


Local “Store Route” Plan pays menlike 
you big money—steady!—in w 
business of your own. No car necessary. 
Sell Vitamins to stores of all kinds, New 
low retail price, 7 for 16¢, opens vast rich 
field. Handle this a Aras 
other quick profit it 
advertised. No e; 
ing facts mage 

WORLD'S PRobueTs co 
___PDEPT. 73-K_ SPENCER, INDIANA SEES INDIANA 


S, 
Reo io it Ble on lacks Soa nid sapere 
Simply apply liquid. Likemagiephotoappearswithin 

2 minutes in broad daylight, Harmless to negative. so 
Won’t wash off, Full colors included, Complete kit 

for 100 photos only $1. Send no money, just name. JE 


Protect your idea sanur ar A ga gha Protect your idea with a a 


or melody writers! peor for my attrae- 


tive, convincing composing offer. (4) of 
my popular songs alone sold over a HALF MILLION phonograph To- 


cords, led by VICTOR! Seeing is believing. Write me NOWI 
RAY H LE 


C-47, 2157 N. Avers Avenue, Chicago, Illinois 


LODESTONE LIVE, AND AND > STRONG 


% Keys to Power, $1. Postage extra if C. Or D. Charms. 
Powders, Oils. Herbs, Novelties, etc. deseribed in 


EREE Catalog, 
Box T, NEWARK, MO, 


D. SMYTHE CO, 
MPLE 


E (EXTERNALLY CAUSED) S 


Use this effective home method for relief of externally caused 
pimples, blackheads, enlarged pores, similar skin blemishes. 
Get the genuine, original PERMA KLEERSKIN to help get 
rid of these social and business handicaps. Sold only by us. 
AMAZING RESULTS GUARANTEED OR MONEY BACK. 
g enerous supply and full directions, only $1.26 postpaid, or 

C.O.D. plus postage. Rush your order today! PERMA, 
89 Fiatbush Ave, Dept, ‘I-10, Brooklyn, N, Y. 


lapsed on the crumpled bed. Tony, 
Swinging to face this new element, 
got a glimpse of the jowels and pierc- 
ing eyes he’d seen in the back seat of 
the cab from which the bullet that 
killed Martin Keck had come. 

Then a pile-driving punch knocked 
the wind out of him, made him as 
weak as a puppy. He brought up a 
feeble right, saw through swimming 
eyes that “Tap” had discarded his 
pistol and was using both fists against 
him. He saw lightning as one of 
them jolted against his chin. Then 
| came two more flashes in quick suc- 
cession, 

Then came the darkness. 

When the curtain lifted, he was 
lying on his own bed, fully clothed 
and with a terrific headache. The 
pain was so bad, it took him a good 
five minutes before he was able to 
get to the bathroom and give himself 
a cold water and aspirin treatment. 

Outside, it was still dark, but the 
first gray of dawn showed over the 
low rooftops of Queens. He sat down 
on his bed, trying not to wince, and 
lit a cigarette. He had a lot to re- 
member, 

Slowly, it came back to him. The 
girl, Marta Keck, had visited him and 
spurred him to immediate action to 
find her brother’s killer. He’d taken 
her home, gone to Headquarters, 
spotted Ike Morrell who’d driven the 
cab, and paid him a call. 

The killer, Tap, he decided must 
have picked up his trail somewhere. 
Probably he’d been watched from the 
time he left the broadcast studio. 

It was not a pleasant thought. 
These fellows were more expert than 
the Gestapo agents who had tailed 
him around Germany in the half-for- 
gotten days of the “phony” war. 

Later, he supposed, Tap and a 
helper had brought him home, smug- 
gling him past the doorman, 

Gradually, he felt better, and with 
this return to something like nor- 
malcy, he found himself faced with 
two baffling questions. First, why 
had Keck come to see him? Second, 
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why had his life been spared? Tap 
had had him at his mercy. 

His prominence as a broadcaster 
or the fear that he might have told 
too much to the police could have 
caused the sparing of his life. Both 
factors might have figured. But as to 
why Tap’s first victim had come to 
see him—any answer eluded him. 

He went to his kitchenette, poured 
himself a glass of milk and made a 
sandwich. Then he went to the living 


room where he’d left the envelope the ` 


girl had given him, took it to his 
desk. The answer, if it hadn’t died 
with its bearer, had to be there. 

First he went over the locations of 
the stores, trying to make something 
of it. He had a map of Manhattan, 
and marked each spot on it. But all 
this showed was the location of the 
stores Martin Keck had visited. It 
didn’t prove anything to Tony. 

He began aimlessly on the lists of 
wares. All the usual commercial 
brands of such items appeared to 
recur on all of them. He even found 
Flanders’ Candies there frequently. 
Well, at least his sponsor had good 
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~ 4 distribution. Perhaps he, in his small 


way, helped to keep a few of those 
bars moving. 


HEN he noticed something else. 

Here and there, in the case of 
every other product, were gaps— 
stores that didn’t carry it. But Flan- 
ders Candies seemed to be universally 
popular. They were carried one hun- 
dred per cent by every one of the 
small merchants. 

He lit a cigarette, sat down and 
tried to figure it out. It did seem a bit 
odd that the Flanders product should 
be the only one. Coupled with the 
fact that Keck had been killed when 
he’d tried to visit Tony, with the fact 
that he’d made such an attempt, it 
was a bit more than odd. Tony 
scowled and blew a smoke ring. 

He thought over what he knew 
about his sponsor and his product, 
decided it wasn’t much. The candy, a 
locally made and distributed product, 
was selling like hot cakes, and was, 
according to Flanders himself, almost 
ready to branch into national adver: 
tising and distribution—which would 
be a big lift for one Tony Barron. 

He went back to his kitchen. A 
stack of cartons containing Flanders 
Candies stood in a corner. Tony had 
never tasted the bar which paid his 
salary. He ripped open the top car- 
ton, took out a bar and unwrapped it, 
took a bite. 

He made a wry face, laid it down 
on the sink. It had the cheap musty 
taste of all inferior candies. Its choco- 
late exterior was thin and bitter, its 
interior a marshmallow and syrup 
dilution with a lean layer of gelatin 
colored pink. 

The sun was up now. Shaking his 
sore head, Tony went back to the 


‘living room, tried to decide what to 


do. If he were right and could prove 
it, he’d be all kinds of a fool to go 
through with it. 

But something within him told him 
he wasn’t going to be able to back out. 
He thought of Keck dying, of the girl, 
even of Ike Morrell shot dead while 


` flat in answer to the “Hello” that 


sprawled helplessly on his cot, 

One way would be to go to the 
police and have them nab the actual 
killer. Since he knew the man was 
called Tap, that should be easy. But 
that wouldn’t bust the racket or get 
the man behind Tap. There was an- 
other way of going about it. And this 
method, if it worked, would remove 
all possible doubt of his being wrong. 

Tony decided not to spruce up or 
change his rumpled clothes. He 
wouldn’t be so easy to spot while 
wearing them. Then he took a cab 
further uptown, told the man to wait 
for him when he got out in front of a 
drug store, 

He went into a phone booth, put in 
a nickel, dialed a number and put his 
handkerchief over the phone. He had 
to make this good. He heard a click 
as the phone at the other end was 
lifted. This was it. 

“Boss,” he said, keeping his voice 


greeted him. “You know who this is.” 

“What’s the idea of using this 
phone?” snapped Flanders. 

Tony’s heart did a double chasse as 
he found his suspicions confirmed. 

“Tve got to, Boss. Things are get- 
ting hot. I got to have ten grand to 
get out of town quick. That wacky 
spieler of yours has found out too 
much, I just got a tip from inside.” 

“T can’t do that,” said Flanders 
angrily. “You know the terms of our 
agreement.” 

“You got to, Boss,” said Tony, hop- 
ing his imitation of Tap would fool 
his employer for a few seconds more. 
“Tm at my place, and it’s safe for an- 
other hour. The cops aren’t moving 
till the day shift comes on. You bring 
me the money right now or I’ll spill.” 
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“Blast you!” said Flanders, SPH 
send Peters.” 

“You'll send yourself—alone,” said 
Tony. “I’m not taking chances on a 
fast shuffle now, And bring cash.” 

E HUNG up, found himself 

sweating, went back to the cab. 
Through the rear window, he could 
watch the entrance of Flanders’ 
apartment. He waited restlessly, each 
minute an hour. 

Was his sponsor—and that was a 
beaut, cutting off his own sponsor— 
going to do what he’d been told? Or 
would he call some other hood and 
have Tap put out of the way? 

Just as he had given up hope, a 
small coupé stopped in front of the 
marquee, and a garage mechanic got 
out of it. Flanders, his topcoat flap- 
ping with his haste, climbed in and 
shot hurriedly away. Tony tapped his 
driver on the shoulder, handed him a 
five-dollar bill. “Don’t lose that fel- 
low,” he said. “There’s another of 
these if you don’t.” 

“Take it easy,” said the driver, 
grinning. “He’s ours.” 

Flanders drove downtown, bearing 
west as he sped through half-deserted 
avenues and streets. Tony’s driver 
kept in pursuit, stayed just far 
enough behind to avoid discovery. 
They wound up in a narrow, slanting 
Greenwich Village street. The candy 
manufacturer pulled up in front of a 
modern apartment building, disap- 
peared within. 

Tony paid off his cab, walked over 
to the coupé, lifted the hood quickly 
and disconnected four spark-plug 
wires. Flanders wasn’t going to find 
it easy to make a quick getaway. Then 
he moved across the street, walked to 
the first corner, where a drug store 
stood, went to the phone booth. 

He had just finished dialing Head- 
quarters when the door of the booth 
was pushed open, and he felt the muz- 
zle of a gun shoved into his right side. 
He turned, looked for the third time 
into the piercing black eyes of Tap, 
the killer. His bejowled face was 
twisted into a snar}. 
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“Hang up, sucker!” he said softly. 
“So you couldn’t leave well enough 
alone. I never thought any guy would 
cut off his own income for no reason 
at all.” 

“There are,” said Tony with a 
calmness he did not feel, “a lot of 
things a mug like you wouldn’t know. 
I don’t like working for a crook. 
Which wouldn’t bother you.” 

“So what?” said the killer, forcing 
him out into the street with his gun 
in a side coat pocket. “It does you a 
lot of good, doesn’t it, my noble 
friend?” 

Flanders was sitting in his coupé, 
trying vainly to make it start as they 
walked back toward him. The street 
was beginning to come to life. If he 
was in a spot, Tony realized, so were 
the two racketeers. But he couldn’t 
risk the lives of innocent bystanders. 

Flanders got out of the car as they 
came abreast of it, saw them and got 
back in. He shot a baleful glance at 
Tony. The latter walked to him, put 
a foot on the running-board, rested 
his elbow on the window. At any mo- 
ment, he expected a bullet in his back. 
He managed a quivering grin. 

“Hello, Boss,” he said in his best 
imitation of Tap’s flat voice, “Having | ¥ 
trouble with your motor?” 

“Get away from here!” snapped 
the candy manufacturer, his teeth 
showing in panic. “You’re through, |§ 
Barron, through!” 

“Hey!” Tony shouted loudly to 
draw the attention of a cluster of 
young men on their way to work. 
“This man behind me has a gun in my 
back. He’s going to kill me at the 
orders of Fred Flanders, sitting in 
this car. Don’t let him—” 

It was all he’d hoped for. His 
move had bewildered the already 
harassed Tap. Now the audience was 
assembling. Tap wrenched at his el- 
bow, afraid to shoot him. Tony sweat 
himself and turned. 

He swayed to one side and crouched 
as he pivoted. Tap’s gun went off 
through his pocket, tearing a burning 
gash in his side, But Tony came 
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around with his right fist cocked and 
all the force of his body in back of it. 
The blow caught the killer full in the 
throat, and its force sent him stag- 
gering backward. 

His gun went off again harmlessly, 
and Tony, coming up on his left side 
where he couldn’t bring it into play, 
sent a savage one-two to the side of 
his head. Tap went down, cracking 
his head on the sidewalk when he 
couldn’t get his right hand clear of 
his pocket to break his fall. 

Then Tony spun to catch Flanders 
as that worthy scrambled from the 
street side of the coupé and attempted 
to flee. But the commentator didn’t 
need to chase him far. Tap’s first 
bullet, after ripping a gash in Tony’s 
side, had passed through the open 
car window and crashed into the 
candy maufacturer’s chest. 

He ran half a block, then fell prone. 
Police sirens screamed. 

“And that’s how it happened,” 
Tony told the iieutenant. 

His side was stiff and hurt like 
blazes from iodine. Flanders, suffer- 
ing from loss of blood and a pair of 
broken ribs, was in a prison hospital. 
Taps—whose real name was George 
Tappan and who was a badly wanted 
and slippery criminal—was locked up 
in a cell, 

“They must have seen me from an 
apartment window as I left Flanders’ 
car,” Tony concluded. “I imagine 
they were both upset when they 
found Tap hadn’t made that call. 
They must have just missed seeing 
me tamper with the motor.” 

“All I can say is thanks,” said the 
lieutenant, “on behalf of the depart- 
ment and half the small store-owners 
in this city. You busted one of the 
meanest rackets there is. Those poor 
folks take a profit in pennies, and the 
racketeer who preys on them is liter- 
ally depriving them of living ex- 
penses. But you’ve also busted your- 
self out of a job.” 

“There should be other offers,” said 
Tony. “But I’m not taking any. 
Flanders’ contract kept me from tak- 


ing a complete cure for this malaria 
I’ve had the last two years. And the 
malaria kept me from joining the 
army. And that’s what I’m going to 
attend to now.” 

“Good luck,” said the lieutenant. 
“If you can wrap up Japs and Nazis 
as neatly as you wrapped up these 
fellows, you'll be a general before it’s 
over. Anything else I can do?” 

“Yeah,” said Tony, fishing in his 
pocket for a piece of paper which a 
young lady had given him the night 
before. “Td like the use of your 
phone.” 
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impossibility, for the “blowback” would blind the 
user. 
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necessary to try over a hundred keys as the com- 
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runs into the hundreds.—George Parke, Zephyrhills, Fla. 


Our firearms expert says reader Parke is 
one hundred percent right. A silencer can 
be used only on a single-shot gun, either pis- 
tol or rifle. Otherwise the silencer, which 
tends to bottle up the gases in the barrel, will 
jam the mechanism of an automatic, or will 
blow back through the cylinder of a revolver. 

Fair notice is hereby served on all writers 
and would-be writers—watch your step when 
Mr. Parke is around. 

Here’s another reader reaction: 


Having two heroes like the Crimson Mask and the 
Candid Camera Kid appearing on alternate months is 
driving me nutty. I like the Candid Camera Kid better 

ersonally, and I find I have to wait through two 
ssues each time. The Mask is an old-fashioned idea 
anyway. The camera stuff is fresh and modern and 
up-to-date. How about more of the Kid and less of 
the Mask ?—Robert Marckham, Jersey City, N. J. 

Now there is a lad who pulls no punches 
and spares no feelings. But Robert, my boy, 
granted that the Candid Camera Kid is a 
fascinating personality, a lot of people have 
written in to tell us how much they like the 
Crimson Mask and a lot more like both. 

Remember always that each issue of 
DETECTIVE NOVELS MAGAZINE runs 
two full-length detective novels, and action 
to give you well-balanced issues with plenty 
of variety in themes and locales. And you 
may be sure that bigger and better Camera 
Kid stories are on the way. 

So, until next time, readers, remember 
Uncle Sam wants you to share in the biggest 
bargain of all time—War Bonds! 


—THE EDITOR. 
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